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NANCY  LOCKHART 


TOOTH  IS.  STRONGER  THAK  DICTION 


I  don't  know  anyone  who  enjoys  going 
to  the  dentist  less  than  I.      But   I've 
found  a  place  that  comes  as  close  to 
painless  dentistry  as  anything.     The 
painless  aspect   isn't  so  much  in  the 
treatment,   understand,    as  it   is  in  the 
bill. 

A  group  of  rather  enterprising  ■', 
dentists  capitalized  on  the   no  frills 
airline   idea.     I   found  out  about  the 
ver.ture  one  Sunday  while  reading  the 
paper.     Here's  what  the  ad  said: 

Stop  putting  up  with  oral  robbers! 
Have  you  asked  yourself  lately 
♦  .vhat  is  my  dentist  trying  to 
pull?'     When  you  pay  through  the 
nose  you'r*  bound  to  feel  down  in 
th«  mouth;   no  wonder  it's   so 
hard  to  keep  a  stiff  upper  lip. 
VJhen  you  come  t«  CANINE  MART 
you'll  have  cavities  in  your 
teeth,   but  you  wtn't  go  away  with 
cavities  in  your  wallet.     Try 
the  innovative  dental  clinic, 
CAUINE  MART.     We're  more  than 
just  lip  servicel      Open  on 
Sunday.     No  appointment  necessary. 

It  had  been  a  good  year  since  I'd 
been  to  my  dentist,   but   I  was  still 
paying  off  on  that   last  visit.     The  ad 
gave  me  the   incentive  to  stop 
procrastinating  and  find  a  better  way 
to  improve  my  masticating. 

The  drive  to  CANINE  MART  took  forty- 
fiv^  minutes,   but  what  I  spent  on  gas 
I  iiore  than  made  up  in  savings  on  dental 
bills. 

CANINE  MET  is  not  your  basic  dentist 
office.      In  fact,    it   looks  nothing  like 
an  office.     That's  because   it  used  to  be 
a  barber  shop  and  has  not  been  remodeled 
at  all.     This  aspect  of  the   clinic 
amused  me  because  of  the  historic 
significance  of  barber  shops.      I  assume 
everyone  knows  that  barbers  once  did 
tooth  extractions.     That  red  and  white 
barber  pols  was  derived  as  the   sign  of 
the  bloody  bandage. 

I  entered  the  large  room  to  find  four 
barber  chairs  lined  up  in  front   of  a 
mirror  covered  wall.     There  was  no  hair 
on  the  floor,   but   other  than  that   I 
thought  I  walked  in  the  wrong  door.     It 
was  then  I  spotted  the   sign  on  the  mirror 
near  the  chair  farthest   from  the 
entrance: 


:,Abe,  Honest   Orthodontist: 
To  Lunch. 


Out 


On  the  tray  beside  the  chair  I 
noticed  a  large  black  volume  with  gold 
letters  which  read  BRACE  YOURSELF, 


A  DO-IT-YOURSELF  GUILE  TO  STRAIGHDER 

TEETH, 

The  adjacent  chair  was  attended  by  a 
man  in  a  plaid  sport   jacket.     The 
receptionist,   who  doubled  as  security 
guard,    explained  that   he  was  the  doctor 
in  charge   of  dentures. 

I   stood  beside  an  unattractive 
middle-aged  woman  who  had  a  head  full  of 
pink  hair  rollers.     Sne  thrust  herself 
into  the   chair  of  a  balding  man  in  a 
blue   smock,     svithout  the  least  amount 
of  subtlety  she   placed  a  grasp  on  the 
dentist   in  the  region  of  his  crotch 
and  loudly  proclaimed,    "we're  not   gonna 
hurt  ftach  other,    are  we,   Doctor!'' 

Before  I  had  sufficiently  recovered 
from  that   shock,    I  was  approached  by  a 
tall  creature  in  a  flowing  garment,  to 
which  was  affixed  a  pair  of  humongous 
silver  wings.      "I'm  the  Tooth  Fairy,1' 
said  the  bearded  weirdo.     I  was  unable 
to  respond,   so  he  went  on.     "Don' t  look 
so  stunned.     The  kids   just  love  me. 
Actually,  my  real  name   is  Dr.  Erskine. 
I'm  a  pediodontist.     There  are  no  little 
patients  here  right   now,    and  we'll  have 
a  look-ste.     Open  wide.': 

The  music   seemed  very  loud  all  of  a 
sudden.     I  hadn't   noticed  before,   but 
the  same   song  was  being  played  over  and 
over  again.      :,I  CAN'T  SMILE  WITHOUT  YOU" 
was  probably  a  clever  selection,  however, 
Barry  Manilow's  voice  was  starting  to 
get  on  my  nerves. 

It  was  explained  to  me  that   in  order 
to  keep  expenses  down,    CANINE  MART  made 
no  provisions   for  anesthesia.     The 
staff,   though,   was  happy  to  provide  the 
option  of  running  next  dooy  at  the 
patient's  expense  and  purchasing  a 
bottle  of  one's   own  choosing  at  Arnold's 
Packaged  Goods. 

Facing  the  prospect   of  a  root  canal 
without  benefit   of  novacaine,   I  opted 
for  Arnold's.     It  was  the  first  time 
I'd  ever  drunk  gin  from  a  Dixie  cup. 

I  can't  recall  whether  I  was 
experiencing  any  discomfort,   but  I  do 
know  I  was  having  a  hell  of  a  time 
staying  on  that  little  wooden  horsey. 
I   further  remember  the  odd  sensation  of 
egg  shells   on  my  tongue.      It  bothered 
me  that  I   couldn't   decide  whether  the 
wax  was   flaking   off  the  paper  cup  from 
the  gin,    or  whether  my  tooth  was 
disintegrating. 

At  any  rate  the  dentist's  assistant 
sure  was  pleasant.     I  tried  to  tell  her 
how  much  I  appreciated  that   she  held 
the  little  light   all  that  while,     when 
she  was  finally  able  to  decipher  my 
words,    she  explained  that  the  light    just 
happened  to  be  blue  because   it  doubled 
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for  their  semi-irregular  blue  light 
specials.  "For  the  next  fifteen  minutes, 
and  fifteen  minutes  only,  we  are  having 
a  blue  light  special  on  in-lays;  two  for 
the  price  of  one.r' 

The  assistant  told  me  that  she 
generally  dressed  as  old  Mr.  Tooth  Decay, 
but  because  of  ..the.',  holiday  season,  it  was 
the  consensus  that  she  dress  as  Santa's 
elf.  Had  I  come  to  the  clinic  just  one 
day  sooner  I  would  have  received  a  free 
goose* 

Dr.  Tooth  Fairy  seemed  efficient  as 
well  as  friendly.  The  whole  time  he 
worked  on  my  root  canal  he  talked 
non-stop  trying  to  keep  my  mind  on  other 
things s  I  supposed. 

"The  human  mouth  is  just  like  a  tiny 
toilet)''  he  told  me.   "It  always. has 
water  in  it,  right?  And  when  you  swallow, 
it's  just  like  flushing.  A  healthy 
toilet,  like  a  healthy  mouth,  needs 
frequent  brushing  to  keep  away  those 
nasty  little  stains.  Why,  did  you  know 
there's  very  little  difference  in  the 
chemical  composition  of  Tidy  Bowl  and 
Scope  Mouthwash,  except  that  one  of  them 
is  mint  flavored.   One  thing  I  must 
point  out  to  you  is  that  the  average 
American  mouth  contains  far  more 
pathogenic  micro-organisms  than  the 
average  American  toilet  I" 


•That  puts  a  whole  new  light  (a  blue 
light?)  on  the  average  American  French 
kiss,!?  I  thought  to  myself  nearly 
regurgitating  on  the  red  yarn  mane  that 
I  clutched. 

It  was  lucky  for  me  that  my  change 
held  out.  I  forgot  to  mention  that 
payment  for  dental  services  is  made  by 
meter.  The  clinic  accepts  no  checks, 
money  orders,  or  charge  cards.  When 
you  run  out  of  money  and  the  meter 
stops,  the  dentist  stops  also.  You 
come  back  when  you  can  afford  to  pay 
for  the  rest  of  your  dental  work.  It 
is  also  handy  that  in  the  same  complex, 
two  shops  down,  there's  a  laundrymat 
which  has  a  change  machine.  Next  time 
I  go  to  CANINE  MART  I'll  probably  do 
up  a  couple  of  loads  of  wash  while  I 
get  my  teeth  fixed.  What  more  can  I 
say?  CANINE  MART  has  certainly  left  me 
with  a  good  impression. 


*v 
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DWAYNE  HEHDRICXSON 


. *ND  AGAIN  I  WHISPERED  YOUR  KAME 

The  stars  came  out 

when  I  whispered  your  name 

and  they  took  it  through  the  sky. 

The  old  men  on  porches 

heard,  then  remembered, 

and  slowly  started  to  cry. 


MARY  MARTIN 


CYNIC 


Raven  wings  of  hair 

fall  across  his  restless  eyes 
which  promise  all — 
except  forever. 

If  you  enjoy  the  tang 

of  purple  grapes  and  vinegar 
drunk  from  a  broken  glass — 
toast  to  love  with  him. 


The  breeze  came  up 

when  I  spoke  your  name 

and  carried  it  over  the  fields. 

Sunday  morning  women 

smiled  for  the  moment 

knowing  just  how  I  feel. 

The  clouds  came  by 

when  I  repeated  your  name 

and  held  your  image  aloft. 

All  late  week-end  couples 

saw  it,  agreed, 

then  kissed  each  other  so  soft. 

The  rain  came  down 

when  I  mentioned  your  name 

and  sparkled  like  night  in  your  eyes, 

The  children  'cross  town 

mimicked  my  thoughts 

in  the  light  of  the  fireflies. 


The  moon  came  bright 
-2-     lighting  the  trees 

and  lighting  my  mind  just  the  same. 

Alone,  without  you, 

I  sat  there  and  cried 

and  again  I  whispered  your  name. 


JEFF  E.  DftvTS 

RIM  ON 

Why  when  all  the  words  are  said  is  nothing  ever  done? 
Y/hy  when  all  the  wars  are  fought  has  no  one  truly  worn? 
Why  when  tears  are  falling  do  your  words  reveal  your  hate? 
Why  when  tears  are  falling  do  you  tell  me  it's  too  late? 

fey  when  you  know  I'm  trying  do  you  tell  me  that  I'm  wrong? 
Why  when  you  know  I'm  breaking  do  you  never  make  me  strong? 

Ho  longer  can  I  play  this  game 
No  longer  will  I  try 
Your  words  are  always  just  the  same 
Your  escape  is  just  to  cry 

Run  on  now  to  another  man 
Tell  him  you're  alone 
Let  another  man  dry  your  tears 
Tell  him  you're  his  own 

It's  too  late  now  to  ssve  this  love 
It's  far  too  late  to  try 
I'll  never  stop  to  listen  again 
to  tears  and  fears  and  lies. 

ADRIANS  S/YLGK 

ANOTHER  TIME. .  .DIANA.. . . 

Another  time  and  maybe  some  place 

where  the  air  was  thinner 

or  if  my  legs  were  used  to  running 

as  yours  are 

I  could  have  found  you 

hunting  with  your  spear 

and  little  dog 

or  would  I  have  been  just  another 

tufted 

furry 

conquest 
my  blood  seeping  through  your  fingers 
staining  the  moonwhite  mirror  of  your  skin 
with  vivid  life 

or  if  you  had  stood  long  enough 
in  your  hurried  flight  through  the  roses 
of  my  desire 

I  would  have  reached  out  and  curled  my  breath 
around  your  Tjaspish  waist 
holding  you  ray  prisoner 
forever 


THE  THIN  LINE  BETWEEN  LOVE  AND  RATE 

ANON. 
He  was  dancing  -  and  always  in  the 
center  of  a  smiling,  flirtatious  group     a£°  when  ^ou  were  SoinS  with  that  dumb 
of  girls.   Our  eyes  met  in  s   look  of      blonde,  Ginny  what's  her  name,  and  you 
mild  recognition,  and,  being  in  a  wild,    told  me  a11  about  college,  remember?  ' 
drunken  mixer  mood,  we  ran  and  threw  our     ^e  did>  unbelievably,  recall  it  all, 
arms  around  each  other,  screeching,        even  me-   '^eidre,  how's  it  going? 
:I  remember  you,  "l  remember  you.  '  '        You're  looking  great,   ,/here  have  you 

'You're  John  Hennessy,  right?'  Not     been  hiding  yourself?' 
waiting  for  any  sort  of  reply,  and  still      The  lengthening  conversation  continued 
in  the  same  breath,  I  continued.   JDo  ,    in  the  same  tone-  Jt  seemed  as  if  we 
you  really  remember  me?   I  met  you  months  were  long-parted  friends  just  meeting 

again  and  catching  up  on  each  other. 
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It  seemed  strange,  after  the  state  of  awe 
I  had  been  in  concerning  him.  He  was 
known  for  having  rone  with  all  of  the 
most  beautiful,  popular,  sought  after 
girls  of  the  town,  all  at  least  two  or 
three  years  older  than  I.  He  was  a 
well-known  " jock  '  from  the  one  big  rival 
school  of  the  town,  putting  him  on  our 
boy's  hated-and  jealous-of  lists. 

As  the  dancing  ended  and  everyone 
split  to  go  their  separate  ways,  I  called 
to  him  a  friendly,  meaningless,  "stop 
over  sometime."  He  smiled,  nodded,  and 
waved. 

Our  next  chance  meeting  was  the  very 
next  weekend  our  schools  played  each 
other  in  a  championship  basketball  game. 
I  scanned  the  enormous  crowd  for  John 
but  didn't  run  into  him  until  afterwards 
at  the  local  high  school  hang-out. 

I  was  surprised  to  see  him  singling 
me  out,  saying,  ''this  is  the  girl  that 
said  to  stop  over  but  never  did  any  more 
leading  on  after  that.  Come  on,  babe, 
we're  going  to  go  start  a  party.'1 

After  confused  protests  and  help- 
needed,  beckoning  looks  to  my  friends, 
I  resorted  to  being  led  out  with  John, 
his  friends,  and  a  few  girls  with  whom 
I  didn't  particularly  associate  - 
Carol  Talbot,  Caryn  Matthews,  and  a 
few  others  of  the  higher,  richer,  Doran 
Hills  clique. 

We  arrived  at  John's  friend's  home 
uneventfully.   John  noticed  I  was 
feeling  uncomfortable  and  out  of  place 
with  a  group  of  practically  strangers, 
led  me  to  a  quiet  corner  for  a  getting- 
to-know-each-other  talk.  He  was  in  a 
strange,  Dr.  Jekyll-and-1'Ir.  Hyde  mood, 
one  minute  speaking  of  our  differences 
in  age  but  how  it  really  didn't  matter, 
then  of  how  he  probably  wouldn't  see  me 
anyway  until  the  next  Christmas  when  he 
would  be  coming  home  from  wherever  he 
ended  up  in  college,  then  the  next 
minute  talking  "'mushy"  again.   Chances 
of  the  relationship  that  I  had  inside 
hoped  for  were  zero. 

Carol  and  Caryn  were  buzzing  with 
questions  all  the  way  home,  as  everyone 
seemed  to  be  the  next  day,  but  I  had  to 
just  shrug  them  off  with  a  careless, 
'I  just  think  he's  a  cool  kid  and  I'll 
always  want  to  be  good  friends  with  him.'' 

The  next  night,  which  was  Saturday, 
was  a  dull,  stay-home  night,  which  made 
a  phone  call  from  one  of  my  friends, 
Mary,  seem  out  of  place  at  the  time. 
[-.s   I  answered,  she  hastily  sputtered, 
somebody  wants  to  talk  to  you,  '   and 
before  I  even  had  time  to  realize  what 
was  going  on,  an  older  boy's  deep  voice 
was  at  the  other  end.   Since  Nary  is 
known  for  comstantly  having  tons  of  kids 
.  at  her  house,  it  wasn't  surprising 
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until  the  caller  identified  himself. 

"Deidre,  this  is  John,"  the  voice 
continued.   ;'I  wanted  to  say  I'm  really 
sorry  about  how  I  was  last  night,  you 
know?u 

My  immediate  reaction  was  'this  isn't 
John.  Prove  it." 

"It  is,  :  he  practically  screamed. 
'I  talked  to  you  last  night,  at  Nelson's1' 
he  added. 

"John,  what  are  you  doing?''  I  laughed, 
blushed,  cried,  and  almost  died  at  the 
same  time. 

'I  wanted  to  ask  you  something.  You 
always  say  'stop  over  but  you  never 
make  it  definite.  Now,  how  about  it?-' 
he  said  in  the  rush  of  one  breath. 

'Uell,  '  I  stammered,  ■'  whenever  you 
want.  I  don't  care,  anytime." 

"VJell, ,  what  are  you  doing  tomorrow 
afternoon?  I  mean,  there's  a  hockey 
game  on  and  we  could  watch  it  or  some- 
thing." 

"Sure,  um,  that's  fine,  '  I  answered, 
in  a  confused  rush. 

'Good,  I'll  see  you  about  1:00  p.m.," 
he  said  in  a  relieved-sounding  voice. 
He  then  put  the  receiver  down. 

I  hung  up  in  a  happy,  bewildered 
state,  falling  asleep  wondering  if  he'd 
ever  figure  out  where  I  lived. 

lie  came  over,  and  even  though  his 
stay  was  uneventful,  we  were  still  both 
noticeably  uneasy.  He  left  and  we  were 
still  good  friends. 

He  began  calling  that  week  and  we 
became  closer  and  closer,  until  one 
night  1  had  to  ask,  "John,  what  do  you 
think  of  me?  r 

He  started  to  answer  in  a  normal, 
stereotyped  definition  of  nice,  etc., 
until  I  stopped  him  and  said,  "how 
about  some  real  honesty?  How  do  you 
feel?" 

He  thought  a  second,  then  said,  "I 
feel  like  I'm  getting  involved  with 
sometiiing  I've  never  been  into  before 
but  I  like  it.   I've  gotta  go. 
Goodnight . " 

That  was  it,  all  we  ever  spoke  of 
about  it  for  a  long,  long  time.  ie  began 
to  go  out  oftener  and  oftener,  until  I 
was  totally  infatuated  with  him.  He  was 
sweet,  polite,  darling,  anything  I 
could  have  asked  for.   I  trusted  him 
blindly  -  he  could  do  no  wrong.  He 
wasn't  out  for  sex  or  just  a  good  time, 
but  a  meaningful,  adult-like  relation- 
ship which  I  had  never  really  stopped 
and  tried  to  figure  out  how  I  would  have 
lived  without  him.   I  was  just  always 
in  a  contagious,  whirlwind  of  happiness. 
I  felt  as  if  I  was  out  to  prove  some- 
thing to  the  many  people  that  had 
doubted  any  success  of  our  relationship. 
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They  had  all  said,  :rYou'.-c  blind  I  John  .. 
is  after  every  girl'  in  town.   He'll  lead 
you  on,  then  two-time  you  right  and  '. 
left.  '  But  it  all  went  in  one  ear  and 
out  the  other,  as  I  buzzed  through  all 
the  little  bits  of  advice  and  warning, 
happily  triumphant. 

During,  Easter,  John  went  to  Florida 
with  his  friends,  Nelson  and  a  darling 
Greek  guy  named  I  rank  Petropolis.  Being 
without  John  for  two  weeks  made  me  begin 
to  realize  how  deep  my  feelings  were 
becoming  for  him.  The  many  letters  and 
phone  calls  did  nothing  to  compensate 
for  how  much  I  missed  him,  and  I  ended 
up  spending  five  days  in  preparation  for 
his  homecoming. 

Things  just  kept  on  going  up  and  up 
until.  I  finally  pushed  all  thoughts  of 
a  shocking  and  tumbling  crash  out  of 
mind.  I  became  friends  with  his  friends, 
Andrew,  Nelson,  Frank,  and  Bryan,  and 
their  new  girlfriends,  Judy,  Carol,  Sue, 
and  Garyn,  respectively.  Being  the  same 
age  and  going  to  the  same  school  as 
Carol  and  Caryn  made  our  friendships 
boom  into  a  new  group  of  fantastic 
people. 

.Surprisingly,  though,  we  were  seldom 
with  other  people  when  John  and  I  were 
together.  We  had  so  much  to  give  and 
share  with  each  other  that  we  completely 
closed  the  others  out. 

As  everything  else  about  him,  his 
advances  were  quite  strange.  Being  a 
very  private  person,  he  hardly  ever 
kissed  me,  and  never  in  front  of  other 
people.  But  our  affection  was  shown 
in  our  constant  contact  with  each  other, 
even  if  only  with  our  eyes. 

Of  course,  we  fought,  being  the 
stubborn,  strong-willed  people  we  both 
were,  but  always  in  the  end  we  forgot 
who  or  how  it  had  been  started,  just 
that  we  now,  unadmittedly,  loved  each 
other. 

Je  went  to  his  senior  prom  and  had 
the  most  wonderful  time  of  our  lives. 
The  next  day  was  John's  eighteenth 
birthday,  which  we  celebrated  at 
Nelson's  family  home  in  nearby  Lake 
Geneva  with  all  the  other  "couples." 
;e  began  to  yearn  to  be  with  each 
other  more  and  more,  becoming  a  real 
physical  hang -up,.   The  weekend  following 
the  prom  was  our  first  crash.  .  Ne  had 
gone  to  a  movie  and  stopped  at  Nelson's 
on  the  way  home.  "ie   at  last  admitted  . 
our  love  for  each  other  and  then  began 
a  physical,  along  with  beautiful, 
relationship.  But  the  next  night,  at 
the  very  spot  we  had  first  met,  he 
cornered  me  for  one  of  his  contradictory 
speeches  which  one  cannot  understand 
to  answer  or  respond  to. 
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'1>eidre,    I  woke  up  the  other  morning 
and  realized  I  was  eighteen  years  old, 
and,    well,    I  started  thinking,  with  any 
sort  of  luck,   I'll  only  be   in  this  town 
three  more  months   and  then,   you  know, 
I'll  be  gone.      And  you're  not   even 
sixteen  yet,   and  well,   I  don't  want  to 
tie  you  down  so  that  you  would  be  missing 
anything  or  anybody,   and  I  don't  want  to 
do  that  to  myself  either,    so  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  if  we  kind  of  went   out 
with  other  people  and,    you  know,    see  if 
we  really  are  missing  anything.'' 

At  the   first  words  I  had  known  what 
he  was  about  to  say.     Through  hysterical 
tears,    all  I   could   scream  with  phony 
hatred  was,    "you  said  you  loved  me!  You 
wanted  to  live  with  me.      rJe  shared 
everything,    our  thoughts,    our  bodies. 
I  don't  understand  you.     I  hate  you!'" 

As  he  stood  with  more  hurt   in  his  eyes 
than  mine,   the  band  began  to  play,    "I'm 
Eighteen'^  and  that  was   it.     I  thought   I 
was  going  to  go  mad.     I  ran  from  him 
to  cry  on  Nelson's  and  Frank's  shoulders, 
begging  them  to  please  take  me  home,    just 
get  me   out. 

I   felt   like  a  zombie.     I   couldn't  see, 
think,    or  talk  straight  all  the  next  day. 
I  was  drained  of  all  life,    all  that  my 
life  had  been  the  past   few  months:   John. 
Two  days  later  he  called  and  it  was  as 
if  I  hadn't  talked  to  him  in  years.      I 
didn't  know  him  anymore. 

He  said  he  had  thought  about  it  on  his 
own  and  had  realized  that  when  you  love 
one  person,    you're  cheating  yourself  and 
her  out   if  you  are  with  someone  else. 
He  had  only  said  that  because  that's  what 
his  mom  had  told  him  would  be  best  since 
we  were  young  and  he  would  be  going  away 
soon.      But,    if  we  wanted  to  continue  our 
relationship,   we  had  her  infinite 
blessings. 

I  was  ecstatically  happy,   to  say  the 
least.      I  felt  as  if  dreams   do  come  true 
and  prayers  are  really  answered. 

He  had  an  ulcer,    and   it  was  two  weeks 
until  the  next  time  we  saw  each  other. 
Everything  began  to  fit  together 
perfectly  again  with  only  minor  sex  and 
other  people  problems  keeping  things 
apart . 

He  broke  up  another  two  times,    during 
which  we  spent  going  out  with  each 
other's  friends  to  see  who  could  be  made 
more   jealous,   but   never  for  long  or  for 
anjr  lasting  reason.      It   seemed  as   if  we 
profited  and  grew  from  all  the  hurt  and 
pain  that  our  never- giving -up  love 
caused.     We  became  more   open  and   free   in 
expressing  feelings  and   opinions  to  one 
another.      ,Ve  were  more   careful  with 
each  other's   feelings     and  hearts,    comin^ 
to  realize  more  and  more  how  fragile  they 
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really  are. 

The  "bright,  summer  days  flew  until  the 
time  came  when  we  would  have  to  part.   It 
was  something  that  made  us  both  stop  and 
think  about  how  much  we  cared  about  and 
depended  upon  each  other.  I  wondered  if 
I  could  face  it  alone,  without  the 
someone  I  loved  and  trusted  by  my  side. 
My  parents  had  long  since  left  me 
independent,  facing  the  struggle  alone. 
I  knew  inside  it  wasn't  as  if  I  could  do 
it  or  not,  for  I  had  always  been  able  to 
do  or  get  anything  I  wanted,  but  I  had 
to  want  to  do  it.  But  this  tiriie,  there 
was  no  choice  -  1  had  to. 

Our  last  night  together  was  beautiful. 
Even  though  the  idea  of  his  flying  to 
California  the  next  morning  for  college 
and  making  it  a  probable  four  months 
until  we  could  next  see  each  other  did 
not  let  any  hint  of  sadness  or  regret 
enter  our  last  few  hours  together. 

His  parents  were  away  on  a  vacation  , 
so  I  spent  the  night  at  his  house.  We 
stayed  awake  until  the  earliest  slivers 
of  sunlight  peeped  in  through  the  cracks 
in  the  Venetian  blinds.  We  talked  deep 
into  the  night,  speaking  of  things  that 
mattered  along  with  minor  things  of 
little  importance,  is  the  night  grew 
older  with  it's  aging  silence,  we  spoke 
with  our  warm,  gentle  bodies,  softly  and 
harmoniously  caressing  each  other  in 
bold  tones,  and  speaking  softly  with 
strong  and  gentle  arms  entwined  around 
one  another.  I  watched  him  peacefully 
fade  into  a  tranquil  sleep,  still  in  his 
arms,  and  watched  many  moods  and 
expressions  flicker  across  his  strong, 
steady  face.  As  he  began  to  show  signs 
of  awakening,  I  blinked  back  almost- 
formed  tears  to  great  his  opening  eyes 
with  a  warm  smile  as  I  brushed  his 
falling  hair  off  his  forehead. 

I  watched  the  sun  bring  out  the 
golden  sparks  in  the  deep  brownness  of 
his  eyes.   Je  sat  and  stared  with  an 
understanding  silence  between  us. 

•Je  rose,  embraced  once  more,  and  he 
turned  toward  his  almost  fully  packed 
suitcase.  7e  dressed  and  loaded  his 
things  into  my  car,  then  packed  a  picnic 
breakfast  to  take  along  and  eat  some- 
where along  the  way  to  the  airport. 

He  got  in  and  understandingly  took 
the  wheel  from  my  shaking  hands.  The 
inner  trembling  that  came  from  my 
bottled-up  tears  subsided  as  he  slipped 
one  strong,  steady  arm  around  my 
shoulders  and  held  me  closely  to  him. 
iVe  rolled  on  down  the  highway,  seemingly 
automatic,  until  we  spotted  a  daisied 
meadow  surrounded  by  a  dense  wood  where 
we  silently  agreed  to  spend  our  last 
minutes  and  share  our  last  meal 
together. 


As  I  spread  the  brightly  plaid 
blanket  and  unpacked  the  different 
containers  of  foods,  I  realized  finally 
what  the  tears  and  trembling  had  been 
caused  by.  I  wasn't  afraid  of  John 
going  off  and  leaving  me  alone  and  not 
seeing  him  for  months,  but  of  losing 
him  for  good,  as  my  own  mother  had  lost 
me.  I  knew  we  could  always  be  together 
in  my  heart,  but  I  knew  that  John  was 
going  to  be  starting  a  new  life,  find- 
ing a  new  home,  friends  and  people.  And 
when  you  are  starting  over,  you  want 
everything  on  a  clean  slate.  It  wasn't 
as  if  I  doubted  his  love,  but  his  will 
versus  the  change  in  his  life. 

I  tried  to  explain  this  as  we 
settled  ourselves  with  Dixie  cups  full 
of  pink,  bubbling  champagne,  which 
seemed  to  be  somehow  looking  for  the 
occasion  it  was  supposed  to  be 
celebrating.  He  quieted  my  doubts  by 
the  sincerity  of  his  words  and  the  look 
in  his  eyes  as  he  studied  my  every  move. 

"Yihy  are  you  looking  at  me  that  way? 
I  asked  to  try  and  change  the  mood. 

"I  want  to  remember  you,  just  like 
you  are  now,"  he  answered  blankly. 

"'Like  this?  In  braids  and  cut-offs? 
You're  crazy!  '  I  giggled  back. 

'''That's  why  you  love  me,"  he  stated 
simply.  Of  course,  he  was  right. 

The  sun  rose  in  the  sky  and  we  knew 
we  had  to  get  back  on  the  road.  <Je 
gathered  everything,  and  walked  back 
through  the  field  arm-in-arm,  gathering 
wild  daisies  along  the  way. 

He  passed  the  rest  of  the  ride  with 
aimless  conversation,  making  our  arrival 
sooner  than  we  could  believe  or  possibly 
want . 

The  terminal  was  buzzing  with  people 
running  off  in  all  different  directions. 
All  the  chairs  at  his  departure  gate 
were  full,  so  I  sat  on  his  lap  and  he 
held  me  as  I  knew  only  John  could. 

Time  came  to  board  and  as  he  gathered 
his  things,  he  looked  around  and  said, 
"I'll  see  you  here,  at  this  same  spot, 
at  my  quarter  break."  He  looked  almost 
pleading  as  he  looked  away  to  avoid 
seeing  my  tears,  and  said,  'I'll  write 
this  week.  ' 

He  kissed  me  gently,  first  on  the 
forehead  and  then  on  the  cheek,  removed 
his  arms  from  tneir  secure  place,  and 
was  gone. 

As  I  blindly  walked  back  to  the 
parking  lot,  I  thought  of  the  many 
things  I  could  have  or  should  have  said. 
As  I  began  to  hate  myself,  I  remembered. 
He  knew.  He  knew  each  and  every  thing. 

I  calmed  and  reassured  myself  the 
whole  way  home.  Three,  three  and  a  half 
months,  I  thought  -  not  too  long.  And 
with  school  starting  and  everything... 
My  gaze  dropped  to  the  nearly-wilted 
daisies  carlessly  tossed  on  the 
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dashboard  as  my  last  living  remembrance 
of  John  for  now,  only  for  now. 

The  weeks  passed,  and  precious  friends 
stepped  in  and  tried  so  hard  to  fill 
John's  place,  keeping  me  totally  active 
and  too  busy  to  have  any  free  time  for 
thinking. 

Before  I  knew  it,  a  month  had  passed. 
Things  were  going  quite  naturally  along. 
I  got  a  letter  from  John  just  about 
every  other  day  and  we  talked  on  the 
phone  at  least  once  a  week. 

but  during  this  time  I  noticed  some- 
thing quite  strange  going  on  inside  of 
me.  I  said  nothing  of  my  suspicions; 
I  didn't  have  to  ask  anyone,  I  knew. 

By  the  first  of  October,  I  was 
positive.  I  could  tell  simply  by  the 
feeling  that  I  had  that  I  was  carrying 
John's  baby  inside  of  me. 

I  felt  I  had  no  choice  but  to  heve  an 
abortion.  At  that  unstable  time  there 
was  nothing  else  to  do.   I  had  literally 
no  one  to  turn  to.   I  didn't  want  to 
trouble  John,  and  I  had  no  trust  for 
my  friends  in  that  type  of  situation, 
/.bortion  wrs  totally  against  my  Catholic 
religion,  but  my  attitudes  of  the  time 
barred  nothing  -  not  even  murder. 

John  wasn't  Catholic,  so  I  placed  my 
trust  in  God  using  that  as  an  excuse  of 
why  I  was  doing  that  to  John,  myself, 
and  Him. 

It  had  to  be  done,  and  very  soon, 
since  John  would  be  home  around 
Thanksgiving.  I  took  Caryn,  who  I 
thought  to  be  one  of  my  better,  more 
mature  friends  at  the  time,  to  Chicago 
with  me  on  the  premise  of  doing  some  very 
early  Christmas  shopping.  I  explained 
to  Caryn,  who  understood  completely  and 
gave  me  the  important  moral  and  physical 
support  I  had  desperately  needed. 

It  was  done  in  less  than  an  hour.  I 
would  have  imagined  it  as  something  like 
a  dingy,  back  apartment  at  the  top  of 
several  flights  of  stairs,  having 
newspaper-covered  floors.   Instead,  it 
was  spotless,  white  and  chrome-tiled, 
a  room  at  the  end  of  a  long  hall  of  doors 
in  a  long,  widely-known  clinic. 

}!ij   feelings  afterward  were  similar 
to  those  after  I  had  first  thought  I  had 
lost  John,  but  much  less.   I  felt  as  if 
I  were  missing  something,  a  real  part  of 
me,  somehow  drained  of  something  or 
another.  But  it  was  nothing  to  dwell 
upon.  I  was  convinced  that  my  decision 
had  been  right. 

I  pushed  it  consciously  farther  back 
in  my  mind  until  it  was  almost  forgotten 
by  the  time  John  was  to  arrive  home. 
The  entire,  lonely,  familiar  ride  up  to 
the  airport,  I  found  myself  very 
apprehensive  and  trembling  more  than  I 
had  on  the  last  trip.  I  had  taken 
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extra-special  care  in  getting  ready, 
which  was  unnatural  for  me.      I   didn't 
want  to  admit   it,    but   I  knew  something 
terrible  was  going  to  happen.      I  have 
very  strong  women's  intuition  which  I 
believe   in  faithfully. 

The  red  arrival  light  was  flashing 
next  to  John's  flight  number  as  I  once 
again  entered  the  bustling  building.   As 
I  treaded  through  throngs   of  people  to 
the  gate  number  it  gave,    John  was   just 
looking  around  himself  bewildered  as  if 
he  needed  a  hand  to  lead  him  through  the 
crowds. 

"Deidre,"  he  yelled  above  heads  and 
between  otherwise-occupied  people.     ViTe 
ran  towards  each  other,  while  adraist 
hugs,   kisses  and  tears,   trying  to 
really  see  each  other  again.     He   felt 
my  tensness  as  soon  as  we  began  to 
weave  through  the  many  people. 

"hat's  wrong,   beautiful?"  he 
questioned,   peering  into  my  face  with  a 
strong,    reassuring  smile. 

,?  :hy,    nothing,    sweetheart.     You  know 
the    excitement   of  everything,   and  then 
finally  seeing  you  after  all  this 
time...,  '  my  voice  trailed  off  in  a 
seeming  explanation. 

He  was  too  busy  talking  to  notice  my 
quietness  all  the  way  home.      As  we  were 
entering  our  town,   I  casually  said, 
.'Let's  stop  at  Caryn' s.     Bryon  and 
everyone  will  want  to  see  you. ''     He 
looked  at  me  oddly  and  nodded  an  ok. 

As  soon  as  Caryn  and  Carol  rushed  to 
John  with  their  arms  around  him  and  reek 
reeking  from  whiskey,   I  knew  my  escape 
plan  idea  had  been  a  mistake.     That 
thought  was  confirmed  when  I  saw  C^r^n 
open  her  mouth. 

"Oh,   John,   I'm  so  glad  to  see  you  and 
Deidre  as  great  as  ever.     You  know  some 
people  couldn't  have  done  it,   with  the 
pregnancy,   and  being  separated  and 
everything... ' 

He   stopped  her  babbling  with  a  hard- 
as-stone  stare  directly  at  me.      'What 
is  going  on?     Tell  me!"  he  shrieked 
hysterically. 

Leading  him  into  the  quiet  hallway 
did  nothing  since  we  were  already  quite 
a  scene.      I  could  have  killed  Caryn, 
as   she  had  just  done  me,   right  there  and 
then. 

"John,    I  was  pregnant.      And,   knowing 
myself  and  my  body  at  this  time,   I 
didn't  think  I   could  handle   it.      So  I 
had  an  abortion.      Sweetheart,    look  at 
me.     Do  you  understand?  ' 

He  stared  back  coldly  and   stated, 
'yes,   I  understand.     I  understand  that 
if  you  couldn't  even  inform  me  of  my 
baby,   not  even  take  it,   the   one  thing 
in  the  world  that  was  rightfully  ours, 
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snd  bring  it  into  the  world,    it  must  be 

some  reflection  on  the  way  you  love* 
To  deny  it   or  myself,  well,   that   is  the 
most   selfish  thing  you  could  have  done. 
If  you  couldn't   love  our  baby,    something 


that  was  even  a  part   of  yourself,   then 
you'll  never  be  able  to  love  me. 
Goodbye.  •' 

I  knew  then  in  my  heart  that  he  was 
right.     And  also   I  had  no   idea  of  where 
he  was  going,   but  I  knew  I'd  never  see 
him  again.     Nobody  would 
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Fling  a  handful  of  star  splinters  into  night   sky 

And  you'll  know  the  eyes  of  my  lover. 

Spin  black  spider  silk  into  gleaming  soft  strands 

And  the  touch  of  his  hair  you'll  discover. 

Mix  moon  stain  and  sun  glaze  to  color  his  skin. 

His  breath  whispers  sea  salt  and  clove. 

His  touch  is  warm-gentle,   and  can  you  believe? 

Ah I     It's  me  that  he's  chosen  to  love. 


BESTOWAL 

Your  gift  of  self  a  beam  of  light 

breaking  into  joy  colors 

upon  the  crystal  prism  of  my  soul. 

bathing  me  in 

hot  red  passion 

golden  warmth 

green  fertility 

cool  blue  peace 

with  edges  all  bound  in  silver. 
You  make  my  life  a  stained-glass  hymn, 

***** 


ADRIME  SAYLOR 
SATURATION  POINT 


A  dusty  lemon  sunrise  was  peeking  in 
the  window  when  Marcy  finally  woke  up. 
She  yawned  and  opened  her  eyes  slowly. 
She  felt  cold  and  pulled  the  cover  around 
her  naked  body.  Bill  was  sleeping  soundly 
and  a  smile  rested  on  his  curling  lips. 
Marcy  yawned  again  and  stretched,  then 
climbed  out  of  bed.  T$e  clock  hadn't 
rung,  but  she  always  woke  up  this  early 
anyway.  She  glanced  at  the  time; 
six-thirty.   Bill  had  better  get  up  or 
he'll  be  late,  she  thought.   She  nudged 
him. 

'Bill,  time  to  get  up,  honey.'''  He 
murmured  in  his  sleep  and  turned  away 
from  her.  She  nudged  him  again,  this 
time  more  firmly.   ''Come  on,  honey. 
You'll  be  late.1'  lie  turned  over  and 
propped  his  head  up  on  the  pillow.  His 
hazel  eyes  came  open  slowly  and  stared 
at  her  strangely. 

-8- 


,rJi!hat  time  is  it?"  he  asked 
groggily.   She  turned  to  the  clock. 

'tKix-thirty-five.  Come  on,  get  up." 
He  yawned,  then  crawled  out  of  bed. 
She  strolled  into  the  kitchen  to  get 
breakfast  while  he  attended  to  matters 
in  the  bathroom.   Bits  and  pieces  of 
a  nightmare  she  had  had  came  back  to 
her  as  she  flipped  eggs  and  bacon  in 
a  skillet.  She  pushed  the  images  from 
her  mind  and  began  to  think  about  what 
she  would  do  today.  Avis  had  asked  her 
to  go  shopping  and  she  needed  to  buy 
a  present  for  her  sister  and  she  should 
write  a  letter  to  her  mother.   She 
thought  of  the  last  letter  she  had 
received  from  her  mother.   It  had  made 
her  terribly  homesick.  Her  brother 
had  bought  a  new  car  and  &er  youngest 
sister  was  getting  married  soon.  No 
news  of  her  friends.  She  thought  of 
Hilda  and  Jill  and  wondered  what  they 
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were  doing  right  now.  Maybe  she  would 
call  them  today.   She  wondered  what  her 
English  teacher  wbs  doing  and  wondered 
if  she  ever  thought  of  her.  Cheryl  Burns 
had  been  her  name.  She  had  been  the 
reason  Marcy  had  seen  the  first 
psychiatrist. 

Marcy  didn't  know  why  autumn  always 
made  her  think  of  her  English  teacher. 
She  could  still  see  her  clearly.  Eer 
willowy  form  in  the  black,  pinstriped 
suit  she  always  wore.  Marcy  remembered 
with  remorse  that  she  had  stopped  wearing 
the  suit  when  Marcy  had  told  her  that 
she  was  in  love  with  her. 

The  eggs  sizzled  in  the  skillet  and 
Marcy  remembered  with  terrible  longing 
the  pangs  of  that  moment.  She  had  never 
been  like  the  other  girls  in  her  high 
school.  When  she  was  in  her  first  year, 
she  had  developed  a  rather  serious  crush 
on  her  classmate  who  was  on  the 
cheerleading  squad. 

She  had  written  several  poems  about 
her,  but  never  showed  anyone.  After 
that  she  became  very  hetrosexual  and 
until  her  English  teacher,  was  convinced 
that  it  was  the  way  she  would  stay.  Why 
did  she  have  to  remember  that  now.  The 
face  of  her  best  friend  danced  in  her 
mind.  Had  she  been  infatuated  with  Jill, 
too?  She  had  one  affair  with  a  waitress 
before  she  met  Bill,  but  that  had  been 
years  ago. 

Hot  grease  spattered  her  and  she 
yelped  in  pain.  At  that  moment,  Bill 
walked  jauntily  into  the  kitchen  and  gave 
her  a  sloppy  kiss.  Marcy  pulled  away  and 
turned  back  to  the  burning  bacon.  Bill 
smiled  at  her  and  grabbed  her  again,  this 
time  holding  her  until  she  kissed  him. 
After  he  sat  down  at  the  table,  she 
served  him  in  morose  silence.  Tuesdays 
and  Thursdays  always  made  her  depressed. 

Maybe  she  should  call  her  analyst. 
It  had  been  a  long  time.  Marcy  leaned 
her  head  in  her  hand  and  stared  out  of 
the  window  at  the  foggy  morning.  Bill 
munched  in  silence,  but  she  could  tell 
he  was  looking  at  her  the  way  he  always 
did  when  she  was  in  one  of  those  moods. 
She  turned  to  him  and  smiled  sadly.  He 
tried  to  help  her,  but  never  could. 

"I  need  some  money,  honey, :'  she  said, 
trying  to  sound  cheerful. 

"How  much... you  know. . .the  bills..." 
He  stopped,  seeing  the  look  in  her  eyes. 
"Alright,  but  try  to  make  it  last  this 
time.:* 

She  felt  like  a  whore  each  time  she 
asked  him  for  money.  Ever  since  she  had 
quit  her  job  a  month  ago,  she  had  felt 
more  useless  and  her  depression 
increased  each  day.  Maybe  she  really 
should  call  her  analyst.  The  thought 
pulled  her  spirits  down  even  more.  Bill 
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glanced  at  the  clock  and  stood  up.  He 
gave  her  a  twenty  dollar  bill,  and 
smiled  sheepishly.  Marcy  smiled  back. 

"1*11  make  it  last,  you'll  see."  He 
kissed  her  and  walked  to  the  door, 
standing  a  moment,  then  leaving.  After 
he  was  gone,  she  debated  whether  to  go 
back  to  bed,  call  her  analyst,  or  call 
Avis.  The  money  burned  in  her  hand. 
Why  should  she  feel  guilty  about  spending 
it? 

The  house  seemed  empty  without  Bill, 
'•/hy  had  she  been  so  irritable  this 
morning,  when  he  was  only  trying  to  be 
nice  to  her. 

The  thought  crossed  her  mind  that 
something  was  wrong  with  her.  A  feeling 
of  total  helplessness  welled  up  inside 
of  her.  She  put  the  money  on  the  table 
and  climbed  back  into  bed.  Thoughts  of 
muggers  breaking  in  on  her  and  pieces  of 
nightmares  haunted  her  into  a  troubled 
dream.  It  had  the  same  claustrophobic 
quality  of  most  of  her  nightmares.  The 
colors  were  gray  and  green  and  she 
seemed  to  be  seeing  everything  through  a 
dense  fog.  She  was  in  an  old  house,  and 
it  was  dark. 

Going  from  room  to  room,  she  seemed  to 
remember  some  of  the  wall  and  a  growing 
sense  of  terror  clawed  at  her  with 
unseen  hands.  Shadows  lengthened  and 
moved  like  large  rats  and  smells  came  at 
her  from  the  blackness.  As  she  entered 
one  large  room,  an  old  man  came  at  her. 
She  backed  away,  but  stumbled  over 
something.  Turning,  she  saw  that  it  was 
a  head  that  rolled  along  with  the  aid  of 
one  arm. 

Scanning  the  room,  she  saw  other 
twisted  parodies  of  ghoulish  bodies. 
Blood  streamed  down  the  walls  and  the 
man  came  towards  her.  In  a  silent 
scream,  she  tried  to  express  her  horror. 
Running  from  the  room,  she  stumbled  and 
fell  into  a  mass  of  writhing  snakes, 
and  then  she  was  suddenly  outside  and  the 
house  was  only  a  house. 

A  fluorescent  sun  shone  down  on  her 
and  a  woman  was  talking  to  her.  She 
followed  the  woman's  gaze  and  noticed 
that  the  door  of  the  house  was  open  and 
the  man  stood  at  it,  surrounded  by  the 
head  and  other  beckoning  things.   She 
screamed  and  ran  away  from  the  house. 
Blackness  enfolded  her  once  more  and  she 
had  the  sensation  of  falling  that  always 
came  before  waking. 

Struggling,  she  fought  away  the 
dizziness  and  opened  her  eyes  to  find 
herself  back  in  her  bed.  Silence  echoed 
around  her  and  she  breathed  heavily. 
Marcy  closed  her  eyes  and  opened  them, 
and  glanced  around  the  room  quickly. 
Groggily,  she  stumbled  from  the  bed  into 
the  bathroom  and  answered  the  urgent 
call  of  her  body.  Her  heart  seemed  to 
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be  about  to  jump  through  her  chest.  With 
nervous  quickness,  she  showered  and 
dressed. 

There  was  an  oppressive  silence  in  the 
house,  and  she  wanted  to  leave  it  as  soon 
as  possible.   Her  mind  closed  itself  to 
pieces  of  her  dream  and  tried  to 
concentrate  on  the  shopping  she  had  to  do. 
She  debated  whether  to  call  Dr.  Green, 
decided  against  it,  and  dashed  from  the 
house.   In  the  cold,  nrrisp  air,  her  mind 
cleared  and  she  entered  the  manic  state 
that  for  her  was  happiness. 

She  would  visit  with  Paula,  that's  what 
she  would  do.   She  smiled  as  she  drove  to 
her  best  friend's  house,  thinking  of  the 
exciting  things  she  would  talk  about.  As 
she  rode,  Marcy  felt  healthy  and  happy. 
A  humming  kind  of  happiness  seemed  to  come 
to  her  from  the  new  vinyl  interior  of 
her  car,  streaming  in  with  the  lemon 
sunshine. 

Bill  loved  her,  and  she  didn't  ever 
have  to  worry  about  where  her  next  meal 
was  coming  from.   She  fixed  her  smile  on 
her  face  and  drove  on  into  the  windy 
morning.  The  world  foamed  around  her 
like  the  lapping  waves  of  some  great 
shore,  and  licked  at  her  with  a  fierce 
urgency . 

The  tingle  of  a  migraine  disturbed  the 
fine  line  around  her  jaw  and  raced  hot 
fingers  up  her  neck  into  the  back  of  her 
head.  Her  smile  began  to  hurt  and  she 
relaxed  her  face  into  a  droopy  mask  of 
depression. 

She  let  thoughts  of  having  an  accident 
sneak  into  the  unguarded  portions  of  her 
mind.  The  tingly  needles  of  her  headache 
grew  in  intensity,  and  she  thought  of 
pulling  off  to  the  side  of  the  road  to 
rest  for  a  moment. 

The  sun  had  been  covered  suddenly  by 
a  cloud,  and  the  sky  darkened  ominously. 
She  should  go  home  where  she  could  be 
warm  and  safe.  She  could  have  hot  tea 
and  make  cookies. 

A  line  of  threatening  clouds  filled 
the  horizon  and  the  mixture  of  pain  and 
gloom  mixed  inside  of  her,  making  her 
want  to  cry. 

Memorial  cemetery  loomed  in  front  of 
her  like  a  welcoming  friend.  The 
gravestones  seemed  to  be  calling  to  her. 
She  wanted  to  sit  down  among  them,  just 
for  a  minute,  until  she  felt  better. 
Without  quite  realizing  what  she  was 
doing,  she  pulled  her  Mustang  into  the 
drive  of  the  cemetery  and  got  out.  Ho 
one  was  in  sight,'  so  she  walked  right  in, 
threading  her  way  through  the  marble 
markers  carefully. 

The  air  had  grown  chill,  and  the  sky 
had  become  very  black.  The  pain  in  her 
head  gave  everything  a  sharp  and  fuzzy 
appearance  simultaneously.   She  wanted  to 
just  lay  down  forever  and  never  move 
again.  Marcy  slumped  to  the  yielding 


earth  and  stretched  out.  Marc^:.  never 
wanted  to  have  nightmares  or  pain  again. 
Mo  one- had  ever  really  loved  her,  and 
she  was  empty.  Empty,  empty,  empty. 
She  echoed  the  thought  over  and  over 
again,  relishing  the  pain  it  brought. 
Tears-  welled  in  her  eyes  and  she 
remembered  a 'letter  she  had  received 
from  her  friend  Jill  a  month  ago.  The 
letter  told 'of  how  Jill  felt  trapped  in 
her  marriage  and  thought  of  suicide. 
There  had  been  no  more  letters  or  phone 
calls,  and  Marcy  had  never  tried  to  find 
out  what  had  happened  to  Jill.   Jith 
that,  the  world  seemed  to  push  in  .on  her. 

She  let  her  memory  show  her  the 
horrors  she  had  witnessed  on  the  tele- 
vision in  the  last  months.  The 
Jonestown  massacre,  the  shooting  of  a 
newsman,  the  gloom  of  the  parents  of  the 
victims  of  a  mass  murderer  assailed  her. 
She  turned  her  face  into  the  grass  and 
choked  out  a  strangled  sob. 

Rain  poured  down  around  her  and 
soaked  into  her  clothes.   She  felt  alone 
and  lost  and  unable  to  stop  the  ticking 
of  the  world.   Nuclear  war  would  come, 
she  pjould  lose  Bill,  she  would  never  have 
children.   She  sobbed  for  what  seemed  an 
eternity  into  the  muddy  earth.  The 
storm  tore  at  her,  plastering  her  hair  to 
her  face  like  wet  hands. 

In  sudden  defiance,  she  got  to  her 
knees  and  began  to  unfasten  her  dress. 
Stripping  completely,  she  stood  and 
walked  to  her  car.   She  imagined  people 
staring  at  her,  but  she  didn't  care. 

Inside  the  car,  she  slumped  over  the 
steering  wheel  and  cried  more  anguish 
onto  the  new  vinyl.   She  thought  of  her 
mother  and  wanted  to  be  home.   She  wanted 
to  be  in  Bill's  arms.   She  wanted  to  be 
young  and  not  hurt  or  scarred  by  the 
terrible  pain  of  emptiness. 

Putting  the  car  in  drive,  she 
mechanically  drove  home  and  sat  outside 
her  house  for  a  long  time.   Neighbors 
passed  by  her  without  interest,  and  time 
passed  like  the  slow  procession  of  a 
wedding.   She  felt  weak  and  boneless. 
The  pain  in  her  head  had  died  down  to  a 
monotonous  drone. 

The  sound  of  a  car  horn  roused  her 
and  she  remembered  with  a  shock  that  whe 
wore  nothing  but  her  skin.  Feeling 
foolish,  she  tried  to  hunch  down  out  of 
view  of  anyone  who  might  be  looking  at 
her. 

Paula  Mc  Arthur  stood  staring  at  her 
with  wide  blue  eyes.  Marcy  smiled 
sheepishly  at  her  friend.  The  storm  had 
stopped,  but  the  sky  was  still  dark  and 
ominous. 

Throwing: her  coat  over  Marcy,  Paula 
helped  her  friend  into  her  house  and 
dried  her  off.   She  listened  to  March 
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tell  the  story  of  the  nightmare  and  how 

she  had  ended  up  naked  in  a  cemetery. 
Peula's  eyes  softened  and  she  hugged 
Marcy,  letting  her  cry  until  she  finally 
became  silent,  breathing  raggedly  against 
Paula's  shoulder. 

'I'll  call  Dr.  Green,  and  if  you  want, 
I'll  call  Bill  too.'' 

''No,  I'll  be  alright.   Just  stay  with 
me  for  a  while,  until  I  calm  down.  ' 
Marcy  lay  down  with  her  head  in  her 
friend's  lap,  feeling  very  much  like  a 
child.  Paula  smoothed  her  hair  out  of 
her  face  gently  and  assured  her  that 
everything  would  be  alright.   She 
thought  she  should  call  Dr.  Green,  but 
didn't.  She  stared  around  at  the  well- 
decorated  living  room  and  the  twenty 
dollar  bill  on  the  shiny  coffee  table. 
In  her  lap,  March  slept  like  an  eleven- 
year-old,  her  face  more  peaceful  than 
Paula  had  ever  seen  it.  Behind  her  eyes, 
Marcy  dreamed  of  women  in  red  capes  with 
red  hair.   She  dreamed  of  Barbie  dolls 


and  snakes  and  old  houses.   In  her  sleep, 
she  moaned,  and  Paula  shook  her  awake. 
They  both  knew  that  Dr.  Green  should  be 
called,  but  neither  wanted  to  make  the 
call.  Paula  stared  down  into  the  eyes  of 
her  friend  and  suddenly  saw  herself 
reflected. 

The  loving  husband,  the  safe, 
crackerbox  house  full  of  the  perfect 
House  and  Garden  furniture.  The  smell  of 
cleaning  fluid  and  Joy  and  Glade  swirled 
around  her  like  a  scarf,  choking  her. 
She  saw  herself  and  Marcy  as  one  person, 
inseparable.   She  thought  all  women  must 
reach  a  point  like  this.  A   point  of 
saturation,  where  the  world  could  not 
squeeze  in  any  more  pain  or  unhappiness 
or  emptiness. 

Marcy  looked  up  at  her  with  terribly 
sad,  old  eyes,  and  smiled  at  her.  Paula 
smiled  too,  and  hugged  her  friend  and 
herself,  wondering  when  it  would  be  her 
turn,  wondering  when  her  candy  castle 
would  suddenly  hold  no  more  answers,  and 
she  would  drive  home  naked  in  the  rain. 
She  wondered  if  anyone  would  save  her 
then,  as  she  was  saving  Marcy  now. 


MARY  MRTIH 

MMs/cORPORE 

P§ach  colored  dreams  hold  me  warmly  in  their  gentle  snare. 
Peace  softens  the  sharp  edges  of  my  mind  and  molds  my  thoughts 
into  bright  colored  beads 
that  clink  and  roll 

across  the  threshold 
of  my  sleep. 
They  flash  and  glitter  as  they  fly  past 

and  I  snuggle  deeper  under  warming  down 
and  press  against  you. 

Dreams  and  you  are  all  I  need. 

JUDY  BELFIELD 

YOU  .ARE  DISRE.IEMEERED  POETRY 

You  are  disremembered  poetry 

on  a  silent  afternoon  — 
the  flourish  of  a  pen 
that  speaks  of  magic  worlds: 
Silver-sprinkled  words 
that  glide  across  a  gloomy  page 
and  open  tired  eyes, 
stir  a  languid  mind 
and  wake  a  sleeping  heart. 
You  are  a  lost  song 

found  trilling  in  a  hidden  tree 

by  ears  that  seek  your  forgotten  melody 

and  wish  to  dance  once  more. 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 

VIE   ARE  A  SMASHING  DUET 

We  are  a  smashing  duet  — 

crashing  like  the  sounds  of  VJagner, 
music  that  intimidates 

the  elegant  waltzes  of  Strauss, 
and  the  skipping  concertos  of  Chopin. 
We  are  the  clash  of  cymbals 

.  at  the  climax  of  a  Teutonic  aria; 
the  rolling  drums 

in  the  halls  of  Grieg's  mountain  king. 
We  shrug  the  melodramatic  compositions 
of  Beethoven  — 

those  pretenders  cannot  touch  us, 
though  their  crescendoes  come  near. 
We  are  the  two 

who  challenge  the  ear  — 
stretch  the  tympani, 
like  balloons  too  full  with  air, 
and  together, 

we  will  raise  the  decibel-tolerance 

of  the  listeners  — 
a  necessity  if  they  are  to  survive 
the  explosive  notes 
we  plan  for  tomorrow. 

NANCY  LOCKHARC 
WSKXBG  MOON  BABIES 

A  little  spit 

A  bit  of  glue. 

Quick  silver 

A   roll  of  gold. 

Pussy  cat  tears, 

Musk  and  the  tusk 

Of  rhinoceros. 

Ah  yes,  and  a  pinch 

Or  a  poundful  of  flesh 

Colored  Venetian 

Secretion. 

Dewberries,  napalm,  apostles  greed  (DNA) 

Plus  whisperwinkengiggles 

And  of  course  a  blue  cross. 

NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 
MOONGaiLP 

As  night's  tide  quickly  washed  away  prison  cell  any  longer. 
the  sun's  radiant  grip  with  a  cool  hiss,      Zielo  searched  out  his  shirt  and 

Zielo  looked  out  from  his  second  floor  sandals,  got  dressed,  and  was  ready  to 

window  onto  the  patches  of  fog  that  go.  He  was  going  nowhere  special.  He 

loitered  about  the  street  lights.  just  wanted  to  go  and  breathe  the  night's 

Zielo  had  spent  the  day  reading  Carlos  cool  breeze.  He  compulsively  tapped 

Casteneda's  Second  Ring  of  Power,  his  pocket,  making  sure  his  keys  were 

exercising  a  bit,  and  cleaning  his  there,  (as  they  always  were)  picked  up 

wearisome  apartment  well  enough  for  the  a  pack  of  cigarettes  from  the  kitchen 

visitor  that  never  arrived.  Now  the  table,  and  was  off. 

night  seemed  to  lure  him.  He  knew  he        As  Zielo  strolled,  he  scanned  the  sky 

couldn't  stay  confined  in  his  three  room  for  the  moon.  The  moon's  barren  face 

was  nowhere  in  sight,  yet  he  could  sense 
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it's  presence  as  if  they  were  walking 
alongside  each  other,  deeper  and  deeper 
into  her  domain  of  obscurity. 

The  breeze  grew  spasmodically  stronger 
and  rattled  the  leaves  of  a  hugh, 
blackened  tree.  A   strange  sliding  sound 
came  up  from  behind  Zielo.  He  could  feel 
his  heart  drop  as  he  frantically  looked 
behind  him.  To  his  relief,  the  predator 
was  only  a  paper  bag  being  helplessly 
tossed  about. 

Zielo  turned  right  on  £5th  street,  and 
found  himself  in  the  commercial  part  of 
town.  Lights  flashed  and  he  heard  the 
ringing  of  cash  registers.  A   neon  light- 
bulb  reading  '"Thought  1  ?  caught  his 
attention,  He  walked  into  the  door 
directly  below  the  sign. 

It  was  an  average  tavern  with  a  pool 
table.  lie  sat  on  a  taped-cushion  stool 
and  ordered  a  martini,   is  the  bartender 
brought  the  drink,  Zielo  lit  a  cigarette 
and  turned  around,  noticing  a  couple  in 
their  forties  dancing  to  a  rock  song. 

r?That '  s  a  dollar  twenty- five ,  " 
interrupted  the  bartender. 

When  the  song  ended,  the  couple  stopped 
dancing.  The  grey  haired  man  with  the 
beer  belly  sat  down  with  a  sigh,  gulped 
a  drink  of  his  beer,  and  said  ''I  quit." 
The  woman,  however,  sat  down  on  the 
once-derelict  stool  next  to  Zielo' s. 

"Hey,  honey,  you  don't  mind  if  I  sit 
here,  do  you?  I  hate  to  see  a  lonely 
stool.'" 

"No,  I  don't  mind,  but,  you  know, 
there  are  a  lot  of  lonely  stools  in 
here,  why  this  one?''   Zielo  never  had 
liked  drunk  ladies. 

"Let's  just  say  this  stool  is  my  first 
husband,'5  she  mocked.   'Yeah,  well,  he 
was  changed  into  a  stool  by  the  wicked 
witch  of  the  west  when  I  wouldn't  give 
her  any.  That  lesbian.  Well,  anyway, 
Henry  -  that's  the  stool,  my  ex, 
whatever  -  he  likes  it  when  I  sit  on  his 
face  every  once  in  a  while.  Lon't  you?1' 

Zielo  was  astonished  at  how  cleverly 
she  had  manipulated  the  conversation. 
She  was  big,  not  not ic ably  fat,  and  wore 
a  white  pant suit  striped  vertically  with 
blue  and  red.  Her  hair  was  styled  in 
what  he  always  called  a  "nest."5  She 
swiveled  on  the  stool  and  moaned  in  order 
to  personify  it.  He  couldn't  help  but 
laugh. 

'Listen,'"  she  said,  holding  Zielo' s 
left  hand  with  her  own.  The  grip 
displayed  a  humorous  twinkle  from  her 
wedding  ring.   "I'm  going  to  play  a 
special  song  —  for  us.  Listen  to  the 
beat."  Her  grip  strengthened.   'Tell  me 
if  you  think  it  goes  to  the  beat  of  the 
heart  —  our  hearts.  I'll  be  waiting.  T 

She  walked  to  the  jukebox,  pushed  the 
memorized  numbers  on  the  selector 
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buttons,    and  disappeared  somewhere 
behind   Zielo.     He  didn't  dare  turn 
around.     He  finished  his  drink,    stood 
up,   and  walked  towards  the   exit,   hoping 
she  wouldn't   call. 

"Hey,   xrtiere  are  you  going?     Come 

back,   you  son  of  a ■'     The  door  now 

separated  them. 

Zielo  was  walking  again,   with  no 
finish  line,   again  feeling  accompanied. 
During  his  walk  he  noticed  the 
advertising  signs,   the  signs  that  had 
been  flashing  in  a  mesmeric  manner, 
luring  people  like  the   Sirens  did  when 
Homer  was  alive.     They  were  asleep  now. 
The  only  signs  winking  at  passerbys 

were  at  the  bars  and  restaurants 
usually  found   on  the  corners 
prostituting  themselves. 

He  came  to  Diana's  Lounge,   thought 
of  the.  Iloongoddess,    and  walked  in.     The 
bar  was  silver.     The  stools  were  silver 
except   for  the  red  rings  around  the 
stool  legs.     The  lights  were  low  but 
much  more  couldn't  be  expected,    since 
they  were  candlelight.     The  door, 
ceiling,   and  walls  were  mirrored.     If 
it  hadn't  been  for  the  red,    spanning 
push/pull  panel,    differentiating  the 
door  from  the  wall  would  have  been 
difficult.      Zielo  sat   and   ordered  a 
martini. 

When  the  bartender  returned  with  the 
drink,    Zielo  inquired  about  her  unusual 
outfit.      She  wore  a  black  monk's  robe 
with  the  hood  down,   a  silver  tie  around 
her  waist,   and  a  silver  pendant  of  a 
moon  crescent  around  her  neck.     Her 
figure  was  hidden  underneath  the  loose 
robe.     Her  black  hair  and  Luropean 
complexion  made  a  perfect  background 
for  her  bright  green  eyes.      She  had, 
however,    a  tattoo  of  the  number    ;threef' 
under  her  left  eye. 

She  didn't   answer.      She  opened  a  door 
labeled   ''private,*'  entered  the  secret 
room,    and  shut  the  door  behind  her. 

Eerie  synthesizer  music   oozed  mildly 
out   of  the   speakers,   each  hanging  in 
it's  own  corner  of  the   room.     The  door 
guarding  the  private  room  opened. 

'I'   thought  you'd  like  some  music  to 
go  with  your  drink,1'  she  explained, 
closing  the  door  behind  her.     There  was 
something  pleasant   about  her. 

He  tried  another  question.      ",?hy  do 
you  have  a  three  under  your  eye?" 

'The  sun,   the  moon  and  the  earth  are 
the  main  realities  around  us.      Every- 
thing we  realize  stems   from  one,    or  is 
a  mixture  of  the  three. " 

''Oh,   you're  a  cosmic  kid.;?     .Zielo 
and  the  bartender  were  the  only  two  in 
the  lounge.     However,    it  hadn't   seemed 
so  quiet  until  Zielo  had  made  his 
comment.     A  death  creeped  into  the 
lounge.  con't. 
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He  ordered  another  drink  to  break  the 
silence,  paid  her,  and  asked  her  name. 
'What's  your's,"  was  her  reply. 
"Zielo." 
"Diana." 

"Diana's  a  nice  name;  appropriate, 
too.   That's  the  moon  goddess,  isn't  it?  ' 
?tYes,  also  the  huntress." 
"Are  you  from  around  here?"  he  asked. 
"I'm  from  wherever  you  want  me  to  be 
from." 

"Okay,  okay.  I  won't  get  personal.'' 
Zielo  looked  about  for  a  clock.   "It's 
midnight,  v  she  told  him,  before  he  had  a 
chance  to  ask. 

"Is  that  bar  time  or  outside  of  the 
bar  time?" 

'That's  your  time.   7ould  you  like 
another  drink?  ' 

"i!o,  no.  I'd  really  like  to  stay  and 
talk  some  more,  but  I'm  not  much  of  a 
drinker,  and  I'm  afraid  if  I  don't  start 
for  home  pretty  fast,  I'll  wake  up  in 
the  gutter  with  the  rest  of  them." 
Zielo  gulped  the  remains  of  his 
drink,  stood  rnd  bid  Diana  farewell. 
Jalking  toward  the  door  he  caught  a 
glimpse  of  himself  on  the  mirror.   His 
hair  was  a  bit  muddled  and  his  face  had 
become  very  greasy  from  drinking.  Just 
as  he  reached  the  door,  he  turned  toward 
Liana  and  said,  'too  bad  there's  not  a 
full  moon.   It's  midnight,  and  you're 
a  moon  goddess.  r 

She  did  not  reply,  but  just  smiled. 
Her  pendant  sparkled.   Zielo  walked  out 
of  the  bar,  contented. 

talking  along,  he  was  awestruck  by 
the  miraculous  presence  of  a  full  moon. 
Deciding  to  take  a  short-cut  through 
an  alley,  he  caught  sight  of  about  15 
puppies  playing  around  a  garbage  can. 
As  he  approached,  their  attentions  were 
focused  on  him.   Their  tails  began 
wagging  wildly  as  he  came  closer.  Their 
eyes  seemed  to  beg  for  adoption.  Being 
a  sucker  for  violins,  he  couldn't  say  no, 
but  being  at  the  same  time  a  reasonable 
person,  he  knew  he  couldn't  take  them 
all.   He  searched  for  the  neediest  pup. 
One  of  the  pups  had  a  bad  ear.-  it 
looked  a  bit  like  an  autumn  leaf, 
brown,  shriveled,  and  crunchy.  He 
picked  up  the  pup  and  continued  his  walk 
through  the  alley.  Then  he  quickly 
turned  around  to  shoo  away  any  of  the 
other  pups  that  might  have  followed  him. 
There  was  no  sign  of  any  of  the  pups. 
It  wrs  scary.  His  pace  home  turned  into 
a  trot  due  to  his  tendency  to  relate 
unexplainable  occurrences  to  spooky 

movies. 

_ie  reached  the  apartment  house  and 
opened  the  hall  door  at  the  bottom  of 
the  steps.  The  light  was  at  the  top  of 
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the  stairs.  He  walked  up  the  dark 
stairs  with  a  tingling  sensation  at  his 
back  as  if  someone  was  coming  up  from 
behind.   Running  up  the  stairs,  he 
quickly  glanced  behind  himself  just  in 
case  his  fears  were  justified.  He 
reached  the  top  safely  and  pulled  the 
light  string.   Sliding  his  keys  out  of 
his  pocket  with  his  right  hand  as  he 
held  the  pup  with  his  left  hand,  he 
unlocked  the  door  and  went  in. 

The  following  morning,  Zielo  went 
downstairs  to  the  mailbox.   Returning 
to  his  apartment  with  an  unemployment 
check  in  hand,  he  heard  a  little  girl 
giggling.   Only  Luna,  the  pup,  was  wait- 
ing at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  There 
was  no  little  girl,  just  Luna  wagging  her 
tail. 

"Must  be  the  neighbors,  '  he  reasoned. 

That  afternoon  Zielo  left  Luna  in  the 
apartment  while  he  shopped  for  groceries. 
Back  at  the  apartment,  he  heard  a  toilet 
flush  as  he  began  to  unlock  the  door. 
He  hoped  it  wasn't  the  landlord,  since 
pets  were  strictly  prohibited. 

Luna  was  waiting  at  the  door.  "Hello, 
anybody  here?  '  he  asked.  Nobody 
answered.   'It  must  have  been  next  door," 
he  said. 

A  year  passed.  Zielo  patronized 
Diana's  Lounge  many  times.  He  thought 
about  Diana  all  the  time.   Still,:  he 
never  did  get  any  answers  about  her 
personal  life.   She  always  turned  down 
his  requests  for  dates.  Luna  was  now  a 
full-grown  dog. 

One  bright,  hot,  sunny  day,  while 
walking  through  Joshua  park,  Zielo  heard 
laughter.  He  followed  the  sound.   It 
came  from  a  couple  kissing  and  giggling. 
The  day  didn't  seem  as  bright  as  it  had 
earlier.   Zielo  wished  he  had  someone  to 
hold.   Luna  whimpered  a  bit. 

"Come  on,  Luna.-'  He  yanked  the  collar 
and  left  for  home.   After  dinner  he  took 
a  shower. 

Showers  always  seemed  to  relax  Zielo 
and  send  him  daydreaming. 

The  grass  was  a  fresh,  cool,  green. 
A   creek  flowed  before  them,  emblazoning 
a  sparkled,  silver  reflection  of  the  sky. 
They  were  hidden  from  the  rest  of  the 
world  by  a  multitude  of  trees.  Diana 
touched  Zielo 's  face  with  her  delicate 
hand.   Her  nails  sparkled  silver  like  the 
creek.  Their  lips  touched.   He  was  a 
tree,  gladly  loving  the  water. 

Zielo  turned  off  the  water,  reached 
for  a  towel,  dried  himself,  and  remained 
naked  until  his  hair  dried. 

He  sat  on  his  bed,  putting  on  his 
socks.  Luna  followed  him  and  laid  on 
the  bedroom  floor.   Zielo  noticed  a 
moonbeam  as  it  flowed  through  his  bedroom 
window  and  landed  on  Luna's  face. 

con't. 
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As  if  by   magic,  rose-glow  particles  began 
to  shoot  out  from  Luna's  left  eye. 

Z'ielo's  first  instinct  was  to  stand, 
but  he  was  paralyzed  with  fright.  Soon 
the  whole  room  had  been  swallowed  by  a 
rosy  brilliance. 

Luna  was  the  only  object  Zielo  could 
make  out  from  the  blinding  light.   Luna 
stood  fixed,  motionless,  like  a  photo- 
graph. The  transf igurment  had  started. 

Luna  was  now  Diana,  naked  and  walking 
toward  him. 

~ielo's  fright  turned  into  desire. 
He  stood  up.  No  words  were  spoken.  nen 
they  embraced,  the  light  ceased. 

Zielo  woke  at  midnight.  There  was  a 
warm  smell  of  coitus.  He  jumped  out  of 
bed  and  turned  on  the  lights. 

rDianrJ  —  Lunal  '  There  was  no  Diana 
saying  'herel  am,  !  no  Luna  obediently 
following  his  call.  Confusion  seemed  to 
overtake  him.  The  door  was  locked,  his 
keys  were  on  the  kitchen  table. 

He  dressed  quickly:  and  ran  to  the 
lounge.  It  was  no  longer  there  -  nothing 


was  there.  There  were  buildings  on  both 
sides  of  the  vacant  space.   It  seemed  as 
if  there  hadn't  been  anything  there  for 
a  long  time.  The  only  sign  of  life  was 
the  dandelions  growing  between  rocks  and 
gravel.  Somehow  he  knew  Luna  was  also 
gone  forever. 

Zielo  decided  to  go  for  a  walk. 


lloonchild  you  fly  by  night  and  leave 
your   glowing  trail.  You  tantalize 
the  breeze  that  flows  through  your  hair, 
and  charm  those  who  might  smell  this 
fragrance  in  the  air. 

lloonchild  you  dance  in  the  dreams  of 
the  lonely  and  sing  to  those  whose  hearts 
are  lost  and  empty;  caressing  and  gazing 
at  your  mysterious  beauty.  Moonchild  you 
are  the  light  that  brightens  darkened 
eyes,  but  no  one  dares  know  your  origin. 


ABBI^KE  SAYLQH 

PORTABLE  MAGIC. 

See  this  crystal  wonder 

of  my  soul 

now  see 

it  disappears  before  j^our  eyes 

vanishes  like  a  rabbit 

then  reappears  when  I  see  your  smile 

sweet  cherry  darling 

let  me  lay  my  heart  on  you 

promise  not  to  take  it 

too  seriously,  won't  you 

but  promise  you  will  not  pull 

any  strange  tricks  on  me 

either 

master  of  disguise 

when  I  look  into  your  starry  eyes 

I  am  enraptured  by  songs  I  cannot 

know 

and  when  the  air  is  full  of  you 

the  world's  magic   show 

liontaraer 

command  me  to  be  happy 

and  I  will/but  only  if  you  are  too 

blast  me  to  the  moon 

let  me  rest  easy  in  your  warm  and 

furry  love 

^  'C-  'i4  *fi  'iC  'I* 


SUSm  11.   RODRIGUEZ 

URIAH  ZACHABIA 

Uriah  Zacharia  is  his  name. 

He  loves  macaroni  and  cheese. 

Life  will  never  affect  him. 

His  eyes  are  the  shade  of  yours. 

They  look  like  diamonds 

when  the  sun  dances  upon  them. 

His  mouth  is  formed  like  mine. 

And  he  walks  upon  my  mind. 

I  feel  him  in  my  arms, 

see  him  in  your  eyes, 

while  we  three  walk. 

Hand  in  hand, 

Hind  in  mind, 

Down  the  road  of  eternity. 

He  was  born  as  an  image 

from  our  mind. 

His  heart  was  built 

from  parts  of  ours. 

His  love  could  overpower 

anyone's  sorrow. 

He  runs  and  jumps 

from  star  to  star. 

xie's  quite  hard  to  describe, 

since  he's  all  in  our  mind. 

He's  a  child  of  infinity. 

He  just   ignites 

in  our  mind 

from  time  to  time. 
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JUDY  B2LFIELD 

STRAWBERRY  TART 

Strawberry  tart 

lost  her  heart 

to  a  cream  puff  who  was  lots  of  air 
and  bluff. 
Nice  to  look  at : 

The  sugary  pair, 

sitting  in  the  bakery  window 
drooling  over  one  another. 
"Careful,  puff, 

don't  get  your  fluff 
on  my  crust , !? 
she  says 

as  she  flutters  her  big  red  eye. 
"There's  something  about  you,1' 
he  says, 
"that  cracks  my  flaky  casing." 

And,  of  course, 

it's  the  berries! 

MARY  "MUSIS 
HUNGRY 

My  mind  is  a  whirlpool 

a  whirling  pool 

that  engulfs  all  it  encounters 
indiscriminately. 

I've  thrown  in  Virginia  •.joolf 
and  Eugene  O'Neill 
and  Cotton  liather 
end  a  smattering  of  ('agner 
and  the  First  Law  of  Thermodynamics. 

Come  stand  on  the  shore 

and  feed  the  voracious  eddy. 
I  need  to  know,  to  learn,  to  see. 
Don't  let  me  die  until  I've  learned 

the  who 

the  what 

the  why 

of  EVERYTHIITC-' 

CREATIVITY 

What  are  these  half-born  thoughts 

that  swirl  in  convoluted  mazes  of  my  brain? 
I  run  grasping  after  them,  hands  outstretched  in  pleading, 

but  they  fade  like  phantoms  through  secret  doorways 

that  I  can't  find, 
/hen  I  finally  give  up  the  chase,  they  creep  closer,  ever  closer, 

tantalizing  me  with  shadowed  glimpses  of  color  and  wonder. 
They  never  tire  of  their  tortuous  game. 

Oh,  I've  snagged  bits  and  pieces  of  them  at  times, 

thinking  I  was  very  clever. 
But  I'm  sure  these  are  crumbs  from  the  banquet 

scattered  to  keep  me  from  dying  of  hunger 

so  I  can  continue  the  chase. 

*****  _15_ 


LYIW   SCHLEGEL 

HIGH  UIKE 

I'm 

walking  the  high  wire  of  life, 
balancing  on  unstable  feet, 
and  trembling  with  uncertainty. 
There  are  others  behind  me 
shouting  to  hurry, 
not  caring 

whether  I  fail  or  succeed, 
only  that  I  get  out  of  the  way. 
There  are  others  ahead  of  me: 
Some  are  wiser,  and 
some  are  just  less  cautious. 
I  can  hear  the  screams  of  others 
who  have  misplaced  a  foot  and  are 
plunging  to  their  fate. 
But,  I  am  alone. 
Ho  one  can  walk  with  me 

because  there's  only  room  for  one  on  the  wire, 
I  watch  as  he  descends  the  ladder, 
stands  on  firm  ground, 
and  weaves  a  net  of  love. 


EMCY  LOCIvII'lRT 

EBE  POETS 

rlow  clever  we  are 
/hen  thinks  too  thick 
To  float  from  mind  to  throat; 
In  note  our  guise 
A   thin  disguise, 
Here  pastel  colored  silk 
Or  specimen  for  some 
Museum  shelves, 
Displayed  in  sterile  jars 
The  jagged  scars 
vVe've  harbored 
In  our  guts. 


JUDY  BELETELD 


SILVER  FOOTED  QUE 


Pearly  phosphorescence 

glowing  up  the  darkling  world, 
brushing  leaves  on  treetops 
with  its  softly  luminous  frost. 
0,  trembling  midnight  hue  — 
faint  heart  flinching, 
lacking  courage 

."-to  fight  the  luminary  foe  — 
swoons  at  the  feet  of  Diona  — 
submits  to. .the.  full,  glimmering. moon. 
And  the  grass  shimmers 
blade  upon  blade, 
in  the  gdeaming  silver  fields 
of  the  countryside 
where  lovers  perk 
on  hidden  roads 

that  squiggle  through  its  breast  ■ 
halo'd  fingers  beaming 
in  the  blackness. 
.And  fuzzy  sounds 

melt  into  the  milky,  fluid  night  — 
drowsy,  drunken  kisses 
of  enchanted  victims  — 

duped  by  the  daredevil  gloss 

of  ivory  irradiation 

and  left  behind  in  shadowed  tears 

forgotten 

by  the  lunar  mistress 

in  her  unfeeling  haste. 
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SLEEPING  BEAUTY         MART  AUK  GIDIAH 

Once  upon  a  time,  a  Queen  and  a  King 

wished  very  hard  for  their  own  offspring. 

Tor  a  very  long  time  their  hearts  were  torn; 

Then  one  summer  day  a  baby  girl  was  born. 

The  Queen  cried  joyfully,  :Our  baby's  so  sweet.  ' 

And  the  Xing  said,  "'Now  our  dream  is  complete.  ' 

They  wanted  to  invite  each  and  every  good  fairy 
To  come  to  the  christening,  feast,  and  be  merry. 
Seven  good  fairies,  in  all,  were  invited; 
And  as  their  turns  came,  each  gift  was  recited. 
Then  just  as  the  feast  was  about  to  begin, 
A  very  old  fairy  suddenly  popped  in. 
Her  face  was  cross  and  wrinkled  with  age. 
You  have  forgotten  me  I  "  she  cried  in  a  rage. 
The  King  and  Queen  had  a  terrible  fear 
That  this  fairy  might  harm  their  daughter  so  dear. 

The  first  fairy  had  promised  the  Princess  so  sweet, 
You  shall  be  ever  so  tidy  and  neat. 
The  second  one  said,  'You  shall  have  all  beauty.  ? 
The  third  fairy  promised,  'You  shall  never  shirk  duty.  r 
The  fourth  one  gave  her  ''great  spirituality.  ' 
The  fifth;  ;an  adorable  personality."' 

The  sixth  fairy  added,  You  shall  have  grace  and  never  fall.  ; 
The  youngest  of  the  fairies  said  nothing  at  all, 
But  waited  for  the  cross  old  fairy  to  cry, 
"'From  a  spindle's  prick  in  your  finger,  you  shall  die!  : 

The  King  and  Queen  gasped  in  woe 

As  they  watched  the  wicked  old  fairy  go. 

Then  the  awful  silence  which  followed  was  broken 

As  the  seventh  and  youngest  fairy  had  spoken. 

"Take  comfort,  your  Highnesses,  for  your  daughter  shall  not  die; 

But  into  a  deep  and  lifeless  sleep,  she  will  quickly  lie. 

Only  a  Prince's  true  love  kiss 

Can  waken  her  from  a  slumber  like  this.77 

The  King  sent  his  messengers  to  every  town 
To  read  a  scroll  to  the  people  gathered  round. 
To  every  person,  the  King  commanded 
That  every  spindle  should  be  disbanded. 
The  Princess  became  the  most  beautiful  of  girls 
rith  a  gentle  smile  and  long  flaxen  curls. 
One  day  while  she  was  exploring  the  palace, 
She  came  upon  a  room  which  seemed  without  malice. 
She  spied  an  old  woman  at  a  spindle  within 
And  asked,  ?'  /ill  you  please  teach  me  to  spin?'1 
The  Bad  fairy's  wish  had  come  true  at  last 
is  the  spindle,  the  pretty  young  princess  did  clasp. 

'•Then  the  Queen  and  King  discovered  their  child, 

They  realized  sadly  that  her  sleep  was  not  mild. 

Of  gold  and  silver,  they  made  her  a  bed; 

And  a  soft  satin  pillow  was  placed  under  her  head. 

lor  many  long  years  the  Princess  slept 

As  her  mother  and  father  sorrowfully  wept. 

Then  one  dry  a  Prince  came  hunting  in  the  land 

For  a  lovely  Princess  to  take  his  hand. 

He  had  heard  the  tales  of  the  sleeping  beauty, 

.And  he  felt  that  to  waken  her  was  his  royal  duty. 

Little  did  he  know  that  his  search  for  love  would  end 

As  he  kissed  the  Princess  back  to  life  again. 

There  was  singing  and  dancing  in  the  palace  till  dawn; 

Then  the  Prince  and  Princess  were  married  on  the  lawn. 

They  had  wonderful  times  as  they  lived  together, 

And  their  love  was  true  for  ever  and  ever. 
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JUDY  BELFIELL 
DUALITY 

She  eyes  me 

beneath  the  tip  of  her 
aquiline,  elegant,  aristocratic 

nose 
where  I  perform 
a  barrage  of  insolent  crudities 

that  ruffles  her  cultivated  refinement 
and  I  taunt  her  with  my  coarse  vulgarity 
.making  her  cringe  and  flinch  — 
I  delight  in  the  process; 
smirking  in  my  heart 
like  a  sadistic  cretin 
while  she  squirms  with  discomfort  .  .  . 

But  later, 

her  fragility  plagues  me; 
I  am  racked  with  excruciating  remorse 

and  I  _^lace  our  polar  personalities 

on  the  scales  — 

She  always  wins! 


ICY  LOGSHAHP 

RSvT 

Ah  yes  —  I  wouldn't  miss  your  party 

For  the  no rid. 

I've  a  red  dress  I've  been  saving 

For  such  an  occasion. 

Certainly  it's  not  seductive. 

"ie  all  know  I'm  not  the  type, 

lie  with  the  Orphan  Annie  hair 

And  two  pair  of  eyes. 

I've  a  surprise  game  and 

Of  course  I'll  bring  my  jokes, 

And. a  wallflower  watering  can. 

I'll  bathe  in  Binaca  and  FDS. 

I'll  mascara  my  lashes  with 

llrybelline  bat  ^wing  fibers. 

I'll  bring  a  bottle  of  (Jonestown)  Flavor  Ade 

To  add  to  the  punchenello. 

However,  when  I  commit  suicide 

By  the  vanilla  light  of  the  living  room 

The  rest  of  the  guests  may  push  me  aside 

Like  a  pile  of  coats  on  a  bed... 

"when  I'm  no  longer  the  life  of  the  party. 

KKLS.OH  RODRIGUEZ  -  SHELL  SHOCK 

Gently  reflecting  from  off  a  currentles??  television  tube. 
She  has  a  broken  collar  hone,  he,  the  scar  of  guilt.   "Cowboys 
and  Indians"  are  over  and  ''meditation"  seems  to  be  focal 
interest.   Silence,  a  concept  of  nothingness,  steps  forward. 
Its  presence  is  real  and  perceptible,  as  loud  as  seething. 

-But  first,  a  word  from  our  sponsor  -  Behind  them,  tacked 
on  a  white  wall,  is  a  viciously  vibrant,  yellow  poster  portraying 
a  new-born  chick  standing  lost  between  its  ex-home; 
shattered/ jagged  hemispheres.   The  caption  reads  -?Now  what  do  I  do?" 

The  solution?  Hide  from  all  the  king's  men  and  all  the  king's 
horses  until  they  put  themselves  together  again. 


^jjs^^jjo;;  >;;;}£ 
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THE  JOKE'S  ON  ME  -  PAT  MULDER 

I  didn't  see  the  rainbow, 

missed  the  pot  of  gold, 

never  found  Shangra  La 

or  Never-Never  land. 

I've  been  walking  a  rocky  road 

looking  for  Oz, 

and  standing  on  a  dry  dock 

waiting  for  my  ship 

to  come   in, 

knocking  at  Ali  Baba's  door 

because  I  don't  know 

the  secret  words, 

riding  the  Trojan  horse 

in  clear  view  of  the  enemy. 

I'm  locked  out  of  the  §ecret  Garden 

searching  for  the  key, 

and  Grandmother' s  house 

seems  so  very  far  away. 

My  Big  Rock  Candy  Mountain  * 

melted  in  the  sun, 

and  Puff  the  Magic  Dragon 

never  blew  his  fire  at  me. 


NANCY  LOCKHART 

THE  MAN  OTH  THE  VACUUM 

Hell,    I  used  to  sell  Britanicas,   Bibles, 
And  Webster  Collegiate. 
Now  I'm  into  Hoover, 
Door  to  damn  door. 
I  can't  take  it  anymore. 
Biding  my  time  to  pension, 
Renching  out  my  back, 
Tripping  on  the  slack  of  the  cord. 
Tromping  with  my  canister 
Round  stairway  and  banister, 
Peddling  to  the  housewives  of  the  world. 
Those  pink  curler  beauties, 
Open  robe  cuties, 
Toilet  bowl  brushers, 
Snotty  kid  hushers. 
All  this 
For  a  25%  commission. 

JjC  >£  >fi  >fl  ^i  >,i 


Lord,  why  does  it 
keep  raining  on  me? 

I  followed  Alice 

down  the  rabbit  hole 

and  drowned 

in  the  Sargasso  sea  - 

never  even  got 

invited  to  tea. 

My  old  swimmin'  hole 

is  full  of  alligators, 

nothing  but  teeth  and  gums 

grinnin'  at  me, 

and  when  Peter  Pan  said 

"you  can  fly", 

all  1  did  was  die. 

Oh,  Lord,  where  is  the 
apple  pie  in  my  sky? 

The  wool  on  my  black  sheep 

is  all  falling  out, 

and  my  little  red  hen 

is  in  bed  with  the  gout. 

The  Easter  bunny  ate 

the  lilacs  this  year, 

and  Jolly  Old  St.  Nick 

left  me  coal  and  a  stick, 

laughing  a  merry  ho  ho  ho 

at  his  Halloween  trick. 

Raggedy  Ann 

had  her  heart  removed, 

and  Gene  Mitry  traded  Champ 

for  a  ball  and  a  bat. 

God's  magic  host 

turned  out  to  be  toast, 

and  "Oh  say  can  you  see" 

bled  all  over  me. 

Bing  Crosby's  blue    skies 

are  starting  to  fade, 

and  Louie  did  that  Muskrat  Ramble 

into  a  cold  black  grave 

Lord,    why  are  you  smiling 
like  the  Cheshire   cat? 


GOD,  GOD 

God,  God,  do  you  sit  somewhere 

lit  a  rocking  chair  to 

Crochet  my  destiny? 

Have  you  got  big  eyes? 

Are  your  ears  parabolic? 

Can  you  hear  the  frolic,  the  squalor 

From  your  parlor  in  the  sky? 

God,   God,   I   bet  you're  the 

Nick-of-time  woodcutter 

Who'll  save  me  from  the  cross 

And  cranky. 

Or  are  you  a  hanky-panky  wolf 

In  a  long  white  gown 

Out  on  the  town  to  get  me? 

God,    God,    if  I'm  your  spittin*    image, 

You're  just  a  bobe   in  the  wood; 

A  Riding  Hood 

With  a  basket  of  goodies. 

^ ;',:  ~K  ¥•  ^ 

JUDY  BELFISLB 
HAVE -TO  BE. CAREFUL  • 

Have  to  be  careful 

of  "Nobody  cares." 
It  lurks  in  the  heart 

waiting  to  spring 

at  an  opportune  moment. 
"Nobody  cares" 

is  a  savage 

who  attacks  without  mercy 

and  drags  its  victims 

into  the  deepest  chasm  imaginable, 


Go  away, 

"Bobody  cares"  .  ■  . 


please! 


-.  .-  ,=** 
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JULY  BELFIELD 

HOT  WE  GOT   ON  THIS  TRAIN 

How  we  got   on  this  train 
I  can't   remember  — 

it   seems  so  long  ago. 
And  I  don't  know 

where  we're  going, 

but  shouldn't  we  be  enjoying  the  scenery? 
Sometimes,    I  thinlc  the  tunnels  will  never  end  — 
and  I  wish 

you  wouldn't  leave  me  alone  so  often. 
But   I  can't  really  blame  you: 
The  windows  are  scummy 

and  you  never  did  cere  much 
for  conversation  — 
and  I've  been  talking  too  long. 


IHNOCEBDE  —  S.    STEIKCE 

Has  it  really  so  great 

to  be  so  young 
as  to  actually  believe  in 

lies  and  long  noses, 

to  wriggle  in  horror 
as  the  screwdriver  lowered 

to  unscrew  your  bellybutton 
so  your  legs  would 

fall  off? 

Interesting,    isn't  it, 

to  pine  for  the  days 

when  someone  who  was  older 
could  steal  you,  then 
take  you  and 

while  afterwards  crying, 

still  make  you  believe 
that,   though  only  six, 

the  crime  was  all 

your  own  fault? 

So  sweet,  wasn't   it, 

to  create   fanciful  fantasies 
only  later  to  be   grimly 

informed 

that  great -grandma  was 
suffering 

and  all  you  were  doing 

was  dancing  around  her 
while  holding  her  hands  so 

she'd  spin  like  a  top? 

Can't   imagine  why  innocence 

should  be  so  applauded 
when  everyone  twists  you 

and  tears  you  apart. 
So  long  lasting  the  pain 

even  now... can  you 

feel  it? 
And   simply  because  you 

were  young  and  believed. 


JANICE  LE  FEVERS 

LIBERATION? 

Sick  headache  - 
Crampy  stomach  - 
Low  backache  - 
Dulled  senses  - 
Right  on  time, 
heralding  ''menses'' 
to  remind  me 
'fI  am  Woman.  ' 

A   SEWING  LESSON 

I  don't  think  you  realize 

that  patches  don't   last    forever... 

otherwise  why  would 

you  keep  on  making  holes? 

The  patch  only  covers  the  rent; 

it   doesn't  make   it   disappear... 

and  how  many  times 

can  the   same   garment 

be  repaired?. . 

either  Lb  gives  out 

or  the  mender  does. 

>jOJ«!je;jo|e 

mm  I'Mrtin 

TODAY'S  LESSON 

Memorize  the   summer 

for  the   cold  white  hand  of  Winter 

sweeps  the  green  lines  from  the   slate. 
Birdsong  frozen  on  the  air 

must  play  in  reverie  till   Spring. 
Capture   flower  scent   in  cut-gl-ss  bottles 

for  now  the  woodsmoke  blooms. 
Sun's  children  burrow  deep  under  whitecomforter 

not   again  to  burst  in  glory 

till  sterile  cold  has   cleansed  the  earth. 
Life  must  pay  in  bitter  ice 

for  Summer's  carefree   joy. 


>j<  ;',i  5{t  ^j 
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H'NCY  LOCKED 


Santa  Glaus  don't  come  no  more, 

lie  don't  bring  me  pink:  organdy  dolls 

With  real  hair. 

He  don't  hold  me  on  his   lap 

And  let  me   feel  his   spun  glass  whiskers. 

Christmas  means. 

Dirty  snow   Santa  Claus  lies, 

And  looking  at  poverty  through  a  View  Master, 

Parties  where   silver  ladies  in  push-up  bras 

French,  kiss  the  whole  executive  department. 

Christmas  means. 

Too  much  punch  and  pucking  on  the  neighbor's 

Red  fur  toilet  seat  cover. 

-lot  feet  in  vinyl  boots  in  crowded  stores 

That   send   shoppers  to  customer  convenience 

lor  boxes  to  hold  presents 

Bought   on  Master  Charge  that  nobody 

Likes  anyway. 

Daddy's  drunk  most  of  the  time. 
Mother's  dead,    so  she  don't  care. 
And  Santa  Claus 
Don't   come  no  more. 

C.  MEADOR  DEOTOHf 

FLO'YERED  PRIETS 

.low  little  we  know 
Of  what  truly   is 

We  perceive   after  the  manner  conditioned 
It   is  as  though  life  was  presented 
To  us 

In  a  series   of   small  photographs 
Bordered   in  flowers 
And  on  some  the   deadly  nightshade 
And  others,   the  red  rose 
And   the   same  picture 

ifith  a  different   border  for  each  viewer 
So  that  we   find  their   similarity 
Only  as   flowered  prints 

Carrie    (1869-1907) 

All  I  ever  wanted 

'/as  to  be    free 

Free  of  this  place  with  its  washing,  its  ironing 

Free  of  the  sewing,  the  hoeing,  and  the  picking 

Lord  kno-.7s  everything  had  tp  be  picked,  and  picked 

I  remember  looking  at  my  hands 

And  crying. 

How  could  such  hands   ever  find  favor 

From  a  gentle  reared  man 

Sometimes  I   couldn't   even  feel  the  keys  when 

I  played  piano   in  church  or  at   school 

Tone   of  my  girl-friends  had  to  work 

The  way  I   did 

/,nd   those   dresses   I  had  to  wear 

I  wanted  to  be   free   of  them  too 

I   don't   think  I  ever  had   a  dress  that   didn't 

Have  large   flower  prints  and  big   bows 

Everybody  gave  Mama  their  old  flower  prints 
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FLGnnRM)  PRINTS,  G.  MEADOR  LEMTOl',  con't. 

I  didn't  love  George  Junior,  he  was  too  rough 
But  he  was  my  only  chance 
And  I  meant  to  take  it,  on  my  terms 
Now  I  am  free 
But  my  hair  is  all  mussed 
And  though  I  want  to  shout  to  the  world 
;f ho  freed  me 

I'd  be  ashamed  for  anyone  to  see  me 
Like  this 

Carrie's  Mother 

My  poor  dear  Carrie 

How  can  I  live  without  you 

You  were  all  that  was  beautiful  in  my  life 

,/ith  your  long  brown  hair 

Reaching  below  your  waist 

I  used  to  brush  it  out  for  you 

//hen  you  were  younger 

She  took  after  my  side  of  the  family,  DeRochers 

That's  spelled  with  a  capital  R 

The  DeRochers  were  one  of  the  first  families 

To  settle  here 

My  great  great  grandfather  owned  a  big  plantation 

Over  by  the  river 

Long  before  they  ever  made  this  a  state 

They  used  to  hold  grand  balls  in  their  home 

People  would  come  from  miles  around 

And  stay  the  week 

There  was  plenty  of  room 

And  plenty  to  eat  too,  with  a  house  full  of  servants 

The  DeRocher  women  never  had  to  turn  a  hand 

And  their  menfolk  were  in  the  legislature 

And  were  judges  and  such 

And  everybody  looked  up  to  them 

That  was  before  the  war 

Carrie's  Father 

My  poor  dear  Carrie 

So  young  to  be  taken  away 

And  in  such  a  brutish  fashion 

Her  hands  still  calloused  from  field  work 

I  told  her  time  and  again 

That  she  didn't  have  to  work  so  much 

But  she  knew  I  needed  her 

So  she  was  always  there 

Jhen  she  should  have  been  practicing  piano 

For  some  great  concert  hall 

Her  mother  says  she  was  a  Derocher 

She  was  nothing  like  any  Derocher 

I  ever  knew 

Dor  my  kin  either,  for  that  matter 

She  was  a  throw  back 

I've  seen  it  in  the  ''critters'' 

Some  tiny  noble  strain  that  lies  hidden 

Through  generations  of  lies,  deceit,  falss$  pride 

And  shiftlessness 

To  blossom  unexpectedly 

I'm  glad  they  caught  the  negra  that  did  it 

And  strung  him  right  away 

Jho  would  have  thought  it  of  Rueben 

re  worked  side  by  side  for  old  George 
For  35  cents  a  day,  once 
I  shared  my  tobacco  with  him 

ell  he'll  wander  through  Hell  for  eternity  now 
Never  knowing  what  he  was 

con't. 
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FLOTERED  PRIM'S,  C.  MEADOR  DENTON,  con't. 

I  hacked  the  black  pride  from  his  bloated  body 

As  it  swung 

Using  a  hatchet 

And  when  I  had  finished,    I  threw  the  hatchet  far  away 

And  cried  for  you,   Carrie 

As   I  washed  ray  hands  over  and  over 

In  that   creek. 

Carrie ' s  Brother 

They  think  cause  I  shamble  when  I  walk 
Cause  I  spill  things 
Cause  I  can't  talk  plain 
That  I'm  crazy 
I'm  not  crazy 
I'm  smarter  than  they  are 

I  got  me  twenty  one  dollar  bills  in  my  pocket 
Fever  saw  Pa  with  twenty  bills 
In  his  pocket 

George  Junior  give  'em  to  me 
Said  I  wrsn't  to  tell  nobody 
He  was  with  Carrie  down  there  by  the  creek 
He's  the  one  that's  crazy 
I  wouldn't  tell  anyway 
Carrie  always  told  me  not  to  tell 
here  is  Carrie 

Rueben  (18 -1907) 

All  I  ever  wanted  was  to  be  free 

Free  of  ^assuh"  and  1l8wsuh': 

Free  to  feed  my  children 

Free  to  buy  my  woman  some  pretty 

Flowered  dresses 

Like  Miss  Carrie  always  wore 

Fcturally  I  ran  when  I  heard  the  hounds  barking 

And  saw  all  those  lanterns  and  carbide  lights 

coming 

I  w?s  scared  plenty  when  they  caught  up  to  me 

Back  home 

My  woman  screaming 

The  children  crying 

As  they  dragged  me  out  the  house 

I  felt  relieved  though 

On  seeing  Mister  George  Junior  with  'em 

He  knowed  I  hadn't  done  nothing 

He  wouldn't  let  'em  hurt  me  none 

Leastwise  not  to  amount  to  anything 

George  Senior 

what  a  laugh 

Folks  in  the  village  saying  my  George 

;as  planning  to  marry  up  with  that  Carrie 
She  wasn't  nothing  but  pore  white 
I've  got  more  mules  than  anybody  in 
The  whole  county 

rhen  my  cotton  wagons  line  that  road  to  town 
Fo  other  traffic  can  move 
FJither  wey. 

My  George  c::n  have  his  pick  of  any 
Girl  in  these  parts 

Besides  he  knows  he  wouldn't  get  nothing 
From  me,  if  he  h^d  married  her 
Those  village  gossips  know  what  I  think  of  them 
I  show  them  every  year 

hen  I  drive  my  steers  to  market 

con't. 
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FLCVEKED  PRINTS,    C.   ME.ADOR  DENTON,    con't. 

I  run  them  right  through  their  ten  cent  town 

And  when  I  leave,   my  calling  cards  tell  them 

They've  had  a  visit   from  old  George 

And  I  always  have  the  boys  run  a   few  hundred 

Right   across  the  lawn 

Of  the  Methodist  Church 

That  makes  them  folks  feel  right  at  home 

Course  I  wish  George  Junior  hadn't  let    'em  hang  Rueben 

He  was  a  good  hand 

Now  I  got  his  crops  to  worry  about 

He's  got  fifty  acres   of  cotton 

Hot  even  chopped  out  yet 

Then  I  have  to  get  that  woman  and  those 

children  out 

Hone  of  them  big  enough  to  do  more 

Thar  pick 

Don't  know  what  George  Junior  was  thinking  about 

Letting  them  string  up 

lily  Rueben 

The  Peace  Justice 

Don't  know  why  I  bow  and  scrape 

Every  election  year 

To  get  a  thankless  job  like  this 

Nobody  pays  any  attention  to  what  I  think 

And  the  high  Sheriff  climbing  all  over  my  back 

Like  it  was  me  led  the  lynching  part y 

He  don't  like  to  have  no  lynchings 

In  his  County,  he  says 

Hell,  I  know  that 

Telling  me  I  should  arrest  everyone  of  them 

And  bring  the  leaders  to  trial 

i 'ell,  he  got  pretty  quiet 

then  I  told  him  there  weren't  leaders 
Just  one  leader 

And  that  one  was  George  Junior 
Don't  think  I'll  hear  from  the  Sheriff  any  more 

/hat  really  troubles  me  is  Rueben 
Not  getting  any  chance  to  be  heard  out 
That  George  Junior  is  a  hell-raiser 
And  all  the  young  folks  do  whatever  he  says 
And  the  old  folks  too,  for  that  matter 
Cause  of  his  Pa 

I  guess  Rueben  was  guilty  all  right 
The  dogs  tracked  him  from  the  very  spot 
Right  to  his  door 
He  had  a  hatchet 
Wasn't  no  blood  on  it  though 
There  was  blood  on  his  clothes 
Said  it  was  rabbit  blood 
There  was  no  way  to  stop  that  mob 

The  Old  Methodist  Minister 

I  said  the  service  for  that  child 
Her  folks  belonged  to  my  church 
She  had  joined  the  Baptists  a  year  or  so  back 
They  have  a  lot  more  to  interest  young  folks  over  there 
Jasn't  much  I  could  say  for  her  though 
She  always  seemed  a  bit  herdstrong 
As  a  youngster 

And  far  too  pretty  for  a  quiet  life 
But  I  said  the  service  over  her 
The  best  I  could 
Though  it  offended  me  some 

cpn't. 

-24- 


ELO'TERED  PRINTS,  C.  ME 'DOR  DEWON,  con't. 

To  ask  the  Lord  to  take  up  a  soul 
Laid  out  in  a  gaudy  print  dress 

The  Young  Baptist  Minister 

Yes, ,  I  attended  her  funeral  services 

She  was  a  member  of  my  church 

I  was  glad  they  hadn't  asked  me  to  officiate 

when  I  saw  Carrie,  as  though  asleep 

Her  thick  brown  hair  piled  high  on  her  head 

bearing  that  dress  with  the  sunflowers  on  it 

The  same  dress  in  which  I  had 

Baptized  her  about  a  year  ago 

I  remember  the  baptism  was  at  Brown's  pond 

I  immersed  her 

And  when  I  lifted  her,  that  brown  hair 

Fell  across  my  arm 

And  two  huge  sunflowers  were  molded 

Over  her  bosom 

One  over  each  breast 

And  both  staring  up  at  me 

And  I  sinned  in  my  mind 

Right  in  the  middle  of  a  holy  ritual 

And  I  don't  feel  forgiven  yet 

Perhaps  now 

The  Postmaster 

You  inquiring  about  that  stone 

Yes  I  had  that  stone  put  up 

Been  near  ten  ye?rs  ago  now 

There  was  no  marker  at  all  for  twenty  years 

But  I  al  wg,Ts  kept  her  grave  cleaned  off 

And  fresh  flowers  on  it  in  summer 

She  loved  flowers 

I  like  to  think  had  things  been  left 

To  run  a  normal  course 

She  might  have  married  me 

I  ¥jas  the  only  one  that  really  understood  her 

You  know  I  was  there  the  night  they  hung  Rueben 

I  tried  to  stop  them 

.■/as  no  stopping  George  Junior 

That's  when  I  first  became  suspicious 

The  dogs  tracked  Rueben  straight  to  his  house 

And  he  was  just  getting  there 

■Then  we  arrived 

But  Carrie  had  been  dead  for  hours  by  then 

I  thought  about  it  over  the  years 

And  always  came  to  the  same  conclusion 

George  Junior  killed  Carrie  cause  she 

Wouldn't  let  him  have  his  way  with  her 

So  I  put  the  stone  up  reading 

BELOVED  CARRIE 

MURDERED  BY  A  HUNDRED  MOLES 

And  nobody  knew  what  it  mepnt 

Except  George  Junior 

Rueben's  Wife  (1891-1953) 

I  went  out  late  that  evening 

Down  to  the  woods  by  the  creek 

With  my  hatchet 

To  get  some  light 'ood  kindling  for  my  cook  stove 

I  came  up  on  Miss  Carrie 

Bathing  off  in  the  creek 

And  there  was  her  pretty  flowered  dress  on  the  ground 

con't 
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I  don't  know  what  come  over  me 

But  I   sneaked  over  to  get   it 

She  saw  me 

I  started  to  run  with  the  dress 

She  caught  me  and  we  struggled 

I  guess  I  hit  her  with  the  hatchet 

Cause  she  was  lying  there,  her  head  all  bloody 

I  dropped  the  dress  and  run  home  scared 

Out  of  my  mind 

And  Rueben  was  off  hunting  rabbits 

."nd  when  I  heard  the  dogs  coming  and  saw  all 

Those  lights 

I  thought  they  were  coming  after  me 

Weeks  later  Miss  Carrie's  mother 

Brought  me  her  three  prettiest  dresses 

Said  Miss  Carrie  would  want  me  to  have  them 

I  could  never  bring  myself  to  even  try  them  on 

They  are  still  in  my  old  trunk 

And  I'm  resting  here,  in  black 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 

THERE  ARE,  PERHAPS 

There  are, 

perhaps, 

none  whose  glitter  rivaled  that  of  the 

single  star 
when  it  flashed 

imperiously, 
impulsively, 
erratically, 
through  one  springtime  of  nights. 
The  god  who  placed  it  there 
knows  of  its  existence; 
remembers  its  birth; 
and  shivers  with  nostalgia, 

recalling  the  pleasure  it  gave 
when  it  was  new. 
Its  flicker  dims  now; 

time  reduces  the  heat  and  the  sparkle 
to  a  gentle  glow 
in  the  midst  of  a  universe 
where  an  increasing  profusion  of  lights 
tries  to  crowd  it  out. 
But  the  memory  continues  to  twinkle 
in  a  very 

special  spot. 

HOT  COULD  IT  BE 


How  could  it  be 

that  thirty  years 
have  not  erased  you? 
I  remember 

what  you  were  — 

and  what  I  wished  you  to  be, 

and  I  chased  you 

into  the   forbidden  forest 

following  the  aromas  of  springtime; 
I  pictured  lilacs  and  crocus, 

but  you  gave  me 

a  bouquet  of  onions 

that  will  not  die. 
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NANCY  LOCKtf-VRT 

THIS  MY 

T  -is  day  my  garden  is  alive 
..1th  fat   russet  marigolds 
Under  the   sky's  proud  chest   of  clouds, 
As  giggling  leaves  dance  about 
Like  painted  coquettes. 
The  cat  naps  on  the  sunny  boards 
Of  the  picnic   bench. 
His  color  is  mine  today  - 
a  greyer  grey 
I  can't  explain 
The  why,  when  all  October's 
Out   to  play 

These  sad  memories  I'd  packed 
Away,    visit  me  now 
Like  the  scent   of  moth  balls 
hich  clings  to  my  old  coat. 


MARY  MEETS 

GAMES 

Citron  sunshine 

peeling  back  clouds 

with  golden  fingers 

playing  hide-and-seek 
Those  clouds 

like  old  maids, 

disapproving  of  your  naked  splendor 

hurry  to  cover  you 

with  heavy  shrouds  of  grey  modesty. 
But  I   can  tell  when  you're  peeking 

even  with  my  eyes  closed. 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 

Faeries  twinkle  in  the  moonlight 

dancing  in  the  grass 

of  some  hilly,  wild  field. 
Their  sparkle  shimmers  silver  — 

tiny  flecks  of  glitter 

twitching  in  the  dark. 
The  pearl  of  the  night sky  watches, 

smiling, 

and  shoots  a  glowing  ray 

from  time  to  time  — 

phosphorescent  jumpropes 
with  which  the  faeries  play. 
In  the  morning, 

in  the  muted  hues  of  dawn  — 

only  tears  are  left. 


REFLECTIONS  -  MARY  MARTIN 

A  drizzling  mist  from  all  horizons  streams 
A   cold  grey  line  from  hill  to  river  bank. 
Admitting  not  one  solitary  beam 
Of  warming  light  to  penetrate  the  rank. 

Fine  droplets  coat  my  skin  and  web  my  hair 
•tfith  silver  silk  that  chills  to  very  bone. 
And  of  sad  memories  makes  me  so  aware. 
Blank  grayness  merges  with  my  own. 


MARY  MARTIN 


SPYING 


I  lay  upon  the  crinkly  gold  coverlet  of  leaves 

and  watch  the  sparkling  sun-dust  dance 

in  hidden  corners  of  the  woods. 
The  sentinal  trees,    stripped  of  summer's  honor 

uncomplaining  and  silent   stand. 
So  still I      I  hush  my  ragged  breath 

yet  betray  my  presence  with   clouds   of  silver  steam. 
And  then  I  hear  far  away,    but   nearing  swiftly  - 

Winter's  windy  courier, 
is  he  rushes  past  the  trees 

they  bow  their  heads,    as  I  do  mine  — 

his   icy  message   clear. 


PAT  MULDER 


JUDY  BELFIELD 


THE  SILLY  DREAM 

It  was  not  always  this  way. 

I  remember  the  river  flowing 

through  the  grey  city. 

We  didn't  notice  the  crowds  then, 

wrapped  in  our  silly  dream 

as  if  we  could  avoid  a  world 

intent  on  smashing  illusions. 

It  wes  not  the  shattering 

that  brought  the  sorrow 

we  contemplate  each  dawn. 

No  -  it  was  the  reality, 

pressed  on  us  day  by  day 

until  our  years  were  eternities 

of  unending  loss. 

Now  we  stand  stripped  of  our  hopes . 
each  day  less  than  the  last, 
becoming  less,  losing,  lost, 
knowing  at  last  the  futility 
of  a  struggle  ending  in  death. 

Is  it  our  will  to  endure 

that  sustains  us, 

or  is  it  the  silly  dream? 


THE  ZERO  PRINCIPLE 
(or  Unadulterated  Nihilism) 

Insignificance  is  the  only 

reasonable  Truth. 
And  learning  to  accept  it, 

the  only  practical  course: 
A  Cipher- Ideology, 

fixed  in  the  mind  at  birth, 

and  ingrained  in  the  soul 

through  continuous  repetition 

like  a  religion. 

It  is  the  inevitable  answer 
to  the  question  of  Adam: 

I  am  no  one. 
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LET  ME  TOUCH  YOU 

Let  me  touch  you; 

chill  you  with  my  icy  fingers. 
Come  closer; 

my  January  breath 

has  such  freezing  effects. 
It's  a  long  way 

from  May  — 

and  I  have  forgotten  flowers; 

they  died  a  decade  ago 

with  the   first   frost. 
Stand  nearby; 

my  winter  aura  watches  — 

anticipating  your  shiver  — 

knowing  you  will  turn  away 

to  search  out  the   sun. 
And  I'll   feed  you  bleak  and  biting  lies 

like 

"It's  all  right, " 

and 

"I'm  okay." 

But   I '  m  not . 
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NELSON  I.  RODRIGUEZ 
CONVERSATION  FOR  2   ~  3's  A  CROUD 

"Hi,   Alix,   how  are  you?"' 

rI'm  fine,    and  you,    Detril?" 

"I'm  alright.,     Hey,   I  heard  your  id  found  a  loophole  in  the  contract." 

"What  contract?     What  are  you  talking  about?" 

"The   one   some  people   sign,    some   don't.     The  contract   some  are  loyal 
to,    others  just   don't  get  caught.     It's  a  complex  contract,    a  contract  which 
governs  our  lifestyles,    our  yes  and  no's." 

Aiix  exploded.      "Hey,    don't  surround  my  aura  with  this  brainwashing 
tactic  you  call  a  conversation!" 

"Wait   a  minute,    let  me  ask  you  a  question." 

"That?     Alix  returned." 

c*Do  you  agree  that  there  are  certain  rules  which  govern  what  is  wrong 
and  what   is  right?     Wait   a  minute.     Before  you  blow  up  again,    let  me  give  you 
an  example.     Most  people  will  confirm  that  killing  another  human  being  is 
wrong.     If  you  kill  someone,   you  are  punished  -  if  you're  caught.     It's  a 
contract.      Break  it   and  you  pay." 

"You  make  it  sound  like  our  minds  are  for  rent.     You  make   it   sound  as 
if  we  are  allowed  to  handle  our  minds  only  if  we  follow  a  certain  criteria." 

Dertil  smiled.     "That's  exactly  what  I  mean.     If  you  break  a  contract, 
you  pay.     Your  mind  is  not  totally  extracted,   however.     Just  a  certain  part 
of  it   is.     It's  like  apartment  complexes.     The  controller  doesn't  want  vacant 
apartments  -  but  there's   a  price  to  pay  —  physical,   mental,    or  both.      It's 
filed  under   '  S'    for  society.     That's  you  and  me.     You  don't  sign  a  paper. 
Actions  and  thoughts  symbolize  the  signature  of  the  contract." 

"Listen,    I've   been  brought   up  under  certain  learning  situations  which 
make  up  my  actions  and  thoughts.     I  decide   for  myself,   no  contracts.     Like 
a  supermarket,   there  are  various  things,   products,    lifestyles,    for  me  to  choose 
from.     I  grow  in  a  physical  and  mental  environment.     I  need  certain  things. 
I   learn  through  different  experiences,   both  real  and  fantasy,   and  I  decide. 
There's  no  mind  renting  involved.     I'll  take  two  of  those,   one  of  these..., 
put   it  all  together  in  one  shopping  cart  which  I  picked.     Yes,   all  of  us 
drink  water,   but  the  water  in  my  town  is  different  than  the  water  in  your 
town.     I'm  constantly  being  bombarded  with  situations  that  act   as  stimuli 
to  my  motivations.     No  matter  how  pleasurable   or  stressful,   they're  always 
there.     I  must  understand  what  is  there.     Then  I  must  cope  and  act  upon  it 
in  ways  I  know.     Sometimes  I  can  react  more  than  one  way  to  a  given  situation, 
but  I  decidel     It's  all  common  sense.     I'm  not  going  to  do  something  I   feel 
is  wrong.      I.. .." 

"Yes,"     Detril  interrupted,   "but  you  just   said  the  word  feel.     You  must 
understand  that  everything  you  feel  is  learned  behaviour.     You  even  learned 
how  to  say  the  word  feel  from  some  person  or  persons.     Furthermore " 

Suddenly  a  woman  holding  a  bible  stood  by  their  table  and  spoke:      "Have 
you  met   Jesus  Christ,   brothers?" 

The  conversation  dropped. 

MARY  35ABTIN 

ALONE 

Bright  crimson  tatters  of  the  wind-torn  clouds 
Whip  the   sky  a  bruised  and  purple  hue. 
Screaming  crows  cast   shadows   on  the  snow  — 
All   is   cold  and  barren  without  you. 

No  buttercups   or  daisies  in  the   sun  — 
Those  golden  views  belong  to  children's  tales. 
My  world   is  real  and   it   is  somber  cold. 
And  through  my  icy  heart  the  terror  wails. 
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For  this  issue,  to  get  a  submission  accepted,  four  of  the  above 

had  to  vote  for  acceptance. 

Present  manuscripts  or  cover  designs  for  Number  31  to  John  Stobart 
in  room  C1069  by  March  17,  1980.  Manuscripts  will  not  be  returned. 
They  may  be  anonymous.  They  should  be  typed. 


The  Poetry  Award  for  this  issue  goes  to: 

NANCY  LOCKHART  and  JUDY  BELFIELD 
The  Prose  Award  for  this  issue  goes  to: 

C.  MEADOR  DENTON 

Cover  designs  were  submitted  by: 

ROBERTA  WASZfiK 


Poetry  and  Prose  winners  receive  awards  of  ^25.00.  If  there  should 
be  two  winners  in  one  category,  they  share  the  award. 

Cover  design  awards  are  $10.00  per  cover. 

John  Stobart  alone  is  responsible  for  these  judgments.  Loudmouth 
McMracken,  however,  thought  it  wise  to  note  that  past  award  winners 
do  start  with  a  handicap. 


The  Wordeater  is  collated  in  "C  :  hall.  We  appreciate  the  help  of 
those  who  regularly  help  collate  these  issues,  and  invite  the 
new  Wordeater  participants  and  our  friends  and  patrons  to  join  us 
in  our  merry  whorl  around  the  Wordeater  table. 


